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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  prefent  Age,  though  it  has  done  Honour  to  its  own 
Difcernment  by  the  Applaufes  paid  to  Shakefpeare,  has, 
at  the  fame  Time,  too  grofsly  neglected  the  other  great 
Matters  in  the  fame  School  of  Writing.  The  Pieces  of  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher  in  particular,  (to  fay  nothing  of  Jonfoa,  Majfinger, 
Shirley,  &c.)  abound  with  Beauties,  fo  much  of  the  fame  Colour 
with  thofe  of  Shakefpeare,  that  it  is  almoft  unaccountable,  that  the 
very  Age  which  admires  one,  even  to  Idolatry,  mould  pay  fo  little 
Attention  to  the  others  ;  and,  while  almoft  every  Poet  or  Ciitick, 
at  all  eminent  in  the  literary  World,  have  been  ambitious  of  di- 
ftinguifhing  themfelves,  as  Editors  of  Shakefpeare,  no  more  than 
two  folitary  Editions  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  and  one  of  thofe  of 
a  very  late  Date,  have  .been  publifhed  in  the  prefent  Century. 

The  Truth  is,  that  Nature  indeed  is  in  all  Ages  the  fame;  but 
Modes  and  Cuftoms,  Manners  and  Languages,  are  fubject  to  per- 
petual Variation.  Time  infenfibly  renders  Writings  obfolete  and 
uncouth,  and  the  gradual  Introduction  of  new  Words  and  Idioms 
brings  the  older  Forms  into  Difrepute  and  Difufe.  But  the  in- 
triniick  Merit  of  any  Work,  though  it  may  be  obfcured,  mult  for 
ever  remain  ;  as  antique  Coins,  or  old  Plate,  though  not  current 
or  fafliionable,  ftill  have  their  Value,  according  to  their  Weight. 

The  Injuries  of  Modern  Innovation  in  the  State  of  Letters  may 
be  in  a  great  Meafure  repaired,  by  rendering  the  Writings  of  our 
old  Authors  familiar  to  the  Publick,  and  bringing  them  often  be- 
fore them.  How  many  Plays  are  there  of  Shakefpeare,  now  in  coa- 
ftant  Acting,  of  which  the  Directors  of  the  Theatres  would  fcarce 
hazard  the  Reprefentation,  if  the  long-continued,  and,  as  it  were, 
traditional  Approbation  of  the  Publick  had  not  given  a  Sanction  to 
theip  Irregularities,  and  familiarized  the  Diction  !  The  Language 
even  of  our  Liturgy  and  Bible,  if  we  may  venture  to  mention  them 
on  this  Occafion,  would  perhaps  foon  become  obfolete  and  unin- 
telligible to  the  Generality,  if  they  were  not  conftantly  read  in  our 
Churches.  The  Stile  of  our  Authors,  efpecially  in  this  Play, 
is  often  remarkably  plain  and  fimple,  and  only  raifed  or  enriched 
by  the  Sentiments.  It  is  the  Opinion  of  Drydent  that  even  "  Sbake- 
"  /peare's  Language  is  a  little  obfolete  in  Comparifon  of  theirs  ; 
"  and  .that  the  Englifh  Language  in  them  arrived  to  its  higheli 
"  Perfection  ;  what  Words  have  fmce  been  taken  in,  being  rather 
"  fuperfluous,  than  necefTary." 

PHILASTER  has  always  been  efteemed  one  of  the  beft  Productions 

of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher ;  and,   we  aje  told  by  Dry&n,  was  the 
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firft  Play  that  brought  them  into  great  Reputation.  The  Beauties 
of  it  are  indeed  fo  ftriking  and  fo  various,  that  our  Authors  might 
in  this  Play  almoft  be  faid  to  rival  Shakefpeare,  were  it  not  for  the 
many  evident  Marks  of  Imitation  of  his  Manner.  The  late  Edi- 
tors of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  conceive,  that  the  Poets  meant  to 
delineate,  in  the  Character  of  Philafler,  a  Hamlet  racked  with  the 
Jealoufy  of  Othello  ;  and  there  are  feveral  Paflages,  in  this  Play, 
where  the  Authors  have  manifeftly  taken  Fire  from  fimilar  Cir- 
cumftances  and  Expreffions  in  Shakefpeare,  particularly  fome,  that 
will  readily  occur  to  the  Reader  as  he  goes  along,  from  Othello, 
Hamlet,  Cymbeline,  and  Lear. 

To  remove  the  Objections  to  the  Performance  of  this  excellent 
Play  on  the  Modern  Stage,  has  been  the  chief  Labour,  and  fole 
Ambition,  of  the  prefent  Editor.  It  may  be  remembered,  that 
The  Spanijh  Curate,  'The  Little  French  Lawyer,  and  Scornful! 
Lady  of  our  Authors,  as  well  as  The  Silent  Woman  of  Jon- 
fon,  all  favourite  Entertainments  of  our  PredecefTors,  have, 
within  thefe  few  Years,  encountered  the  Severity  of  the  Pit,  and 
received  Sentence  of  Condemnation.  That  the  uncommon  Merit 
of  fuch  a  Play  as  Philajler  might  be  univerfally  acknowledged  and 
received,  it  appeared  necefiary  to  clear  it  of  Ribaldry  and  Obfce- 
nity,  and  to  amend  a  grofs  Indecency  in  the  original  Conftitution 
of  the  Fable,  which  muft  have  checked  the  Succefs  due  to  the  reft 
of  the  Piece,  nay,  indeed,  was  an  infuperable  Obftacle  to  its 
Reprefentation. 

But  though  the  Inaccuracies  and  Licentioufnefs  of  the  Piece  were 
Inducements  (according  to  the  incudi  reddere  of  Horace}  to  put 
it  on  the  Anvil  again,  yet  nothing  has  been  added  more  than  was 
abfolutely  neceffary,  to  make  it  move  eafily  on  the  new  Hinge, 
whereon  it  now  turns  :  Nor  has  any  thing  been  omitted,  except 
what  was  fnppofed  to  have  been  likely  to  obfcure  its  Merit,  or 
injure  its  Succefs.  The  Pen  was  drawn,  without  the  leaft  Hefi- 
tation,  over  every  Scene  now  expunged,  except  the  firft  Scene  of 
the  third  Aft,  as  it  (rands  in  the  Original  ;  in  regard  to  which,  the 
Part,  that  Pbilafter  fuftains  in  it,  occafioned  fome  Paufe  :  But,  on 
Examination,  it  feemed  that  Dion's  Falfification  of  Fafts  in  that 
Scene  \vas  inconfiftent  with  the  reft  of  his  Character,  though  very 
natural  in  fuch  a  Perfon  as  Meora  :  And  though  we  have  in  our 
Times  feen  the  fudden  and  inltantaneous  Tranfitions  from  one  Paf- 
fion  to  another  remarkably  well  reprefented  on  the  Stage,  yet  Phi- 
Jjjler's  Emotions  appeared  impoluble  to  be  exhibited  with  any 
Conformity  to  Truth  or  Mature.  It  was  therefore  thought  advi- 
.  fable  to  omit  the  whole  Scens  ;  and  it  is  hoped,  that  this  Omiffion 
•will  not  be  difapproved,  and  that  it  will  not  appear  to  have  left 
any  Void  or  Chafrn  in  the  Aftion  ;  fince  the  imputed  Falsehood  of 
sli-:tluf,ii  after  being  fo  induftrioufly  made  publick  to  the  whole 
Court,  might  very  naturally  be  imagined  to  come  to  the  Knowledge 
of 'Pbilafter  in  a  much  Ihorter  Interval,  than  is  often  fuppoled  to 
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clapfe  between  the  Afts  ;  or  even  between  the  Scenes  of  fome  of 
our  old  Plays. 

The  Scenes  in  the  Fourth  Adi,  wherein  Pbilajler,  according  to 
the  original  Play,  wounds  Arethufa  and  Bellario,  and  from  which 
the  Piece  took  its  fecond  Title  of  Love  lies  a  bleeding,  have  always 
been  cenfured  by  the  Criticks.  They  breathe  too  much  of  that 
Spirit  of  Blood,  and  Cruelty,  and  Horror,  of  which  the  Englifh 
Tragedy  hath  often  been  accufed.  The  Hero's  wounding  his  Mi- 
ftrefs  hurt  the  Delicacy  of  moft  ;  and  his  maiming  Bellario  fleeping, 
in  order  to  fave  himfelf  from  his  Purfuers,  offended  the  Generofity 
of  all.  This  Part  of  the  Fable,  therefore,  fo  injurious  to  the  Cha- 
rafter  of  Philafler,  it  was  judged  abiblutely  requifite  to  alter; 
and  a  new  Turn  has  been  given  to  all  thofe  Circumftances  :  But  the 
Change  has  been  effefted  by  fuch  fimple  Means,  and  with  fo  much 
Reverence  to  the  Original,  that  there  are  hardly  ten  Lines  added 
on  Account  of  the  Alteration. 

The  reft  of  the  Additions  or  Alterations  may  be  feen  at  once  by 
comparing  the  prefent  Play  with  the  Original ;  if  the  Reader  does 
not,  on  fuch  Occafions,  of  himfelf  too  eafily  difcover  the  Patch- 
work of  a  Modern  Hand. 

There  is  extant  in  the  Works  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  who 
wrote  The  Rehearfal,  and  altered  The  Chances,  an  Alteration  of  this 
Play,  under  the  Title  of  The  Reparation,  or  Right  will  take  Place. 
The  Duke  feems  to  have  been  very  ftudious  to  difguife  the  Piece, 
the  Names  of  the  Dramatis  Per/on^,  as  well  as  the  Title,  being 
entirely  changed ;  and  the  whole  Piece,  together  with  the  Pro- 
logue and  Epilogue,  feeming  intended  to  carry  the  Air  of  an  ob- 
lique political  Satire  on  his  own  Times.  However  that  may  be,  the 
Duke's  Play  is  as  little  (if  not  lefs)  calculated  for  the  prefent  Stage, 
as  the  Original  of  our  Authors.  The  Character  otfbraftmtiut  (for 
fo  the  Duke  calls  the  Spanijh  Prince)  is  much  more  ludicrous  than 
the  Pharamond  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher.  Few  of  the  Indecencies 
or  Obfcenities  in  the  Original  are  removed  ;  and  with  what  Deli- 
cacy the  Adventure  of  Megra  is  managed,  may  be  determined  from 
the  following  Specimen  of  his  Grace's  Alteration  of  that  Circum- 
ftance,  not  a  Word  of  the  following  Extract  being  to  be  found  in 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 

Enter  the  Guard,  bringing  in  Thrafomond,  in  DRAWERS,   muffled  up 

in  a  Cloak. 

Guard.  Sir,  in  Obedience  to  ycor  Commands, 
We  itopt  this  Fellow  ftealing  out  of  Doors. 

[They  pull  off  his  Cloak. 
Agremont.  Who's  this,   the  Prince  ? 
Clean.  Yes ;  he  is  incognito. 
King.  Sir,  I  mult  chide  you  fotL,.this  Loofenefs : 
You've  wrong'd  a  worthy  Lady  ;  but  no  mof«»~> 
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<Tbr*fomond.  Sir,  I  came  hithep  but  to  take  the  Air. 
Clean.  A  witty  Rogue,  I  warrant  him. 
dgremont.  Ay,  he's  a  Devil  at  his  Anfwers. 
King.  Conduct  him  to  his  Lodgings. 

If  to  move  the  Paffions  of  Pity  and  Terror  are  the  two  chief  Ends 
of  Tragedy,  there  needs  no  Apology  for  giving  that  Title  to  the 
Play  oi  Philafter.  If  Lear,  Hamlet,  Othello,  &c.  &c.  notwithftand- 
ing  the  cafual  Introduction  ofcomick  Circumftances  in  the  natural 
Courfe  of  the  Aclion,  are  Tragedies  ;  PHILASTER.  is  fo  too.  The 
Duke  of  Buckingham  entitles  his  Alteration  a  Tragi-Comedy  ;  but 
that  Word,  according  to  its  prefent  Acceptation,  conveys  the  Idea 
of  a  very  different  Species  of  Compofition  ;  a  Play,  like  The  S-paniJb 
Friar,  or  Oroonoko,  in  which  two  diftindl  Actions,  one  ferious  and 
the  other  comick,  are  unnaturally  woven  together  ;  as  abfurd  a 
Medley  (in  the  Opinion  of  Addifoii}  as  if  an  Epick  Writer  was  to 
undertake  to  throw  into  one  Poem  the  Adventures  of  jEneas  and 
Hudibras. 

As  to  the  Form  in  which  the  Piece  is  now  fubmitted  to  the  Pub- 
lick,  Tome,  perhaps,  will  think  that  the  Editor  has  taken  too  many 
Liberties  with  the  Original,  and  many  may  cenfure  him  for  not 
having  made  a  more  thorough  Alteration.  There  are,  it  mull  be 
confetted,  many  Things  full  left  in  the  Play,  which  may  be  thought 
to  lower  the  Dignity  of  Tragedy,  and  which  would  not  be  admit- 
ted in  a  Fable  of  modern  Conitrudlion  :  But  where  fuch  Things 
were  in  Nature,  and  inofFenfive,  and  ferved  at  the  fame  Time  as  fo 
many  Links  in  the  Chain  of  Circumllances,  that  compofe  the  Ac- 
tion, it  was  thought  better  to  fubdue  in  foine  Meafure  the  Intem- 
perance of  the  Scenes  of  low  Humour,  than  wholly  to  reject  or  omit 
them.  It  would  not  have  been  in  the  Power,  nor  indeed  w*s  it 
ever  in  the  Intention  or  Defire,  of  the  Editor,  to  give  Philafter  the 
Air  of  a  modern  Performance  ;  no  more  than  an  Architecl  of  this 
Age  would  endeavour  to  embellifh  the  Magnificence  of  a  Gothick 
l»uilding  with  the  Ornaments  of  the  Greek  or  Roman  Orders.  It 
is  impoffible  forthe  fevereft  Reader  to  have  a  meaner  Opinion  of  the 
Editor's  Share  in  the  Work  than  he  entertains  of  it  hjmfelf.  Some- 
thing, however,  was  neceffary  to  be  done  ;  and  the  Reafons  for 
what  he  has  done  have  already  been  afligned  ;  nor  can  he  repent 
of  the  Trouble  he  has  taken,  at  the  Jnftance  of  a  Friend,  whom  he 
is  happyto  oblige,  when  he  fees  himfelf  the  Inllrument  of  reftoring 
'Pbilajh"  to  the  Theatre,  of  difplaying  new  Graces  in  Mrs.  Yates, 
and  of  calling  forth  the  extraordinary  Powers  of  fo  promifing  a  Ge- 
nius for  the  Stage  as  Mr.  Pcwll. 


PROLOGUE. 


PROLOGUE. 

Written  by  GEORGE  COLMAN. 
Spoken  by   Mr.   KING. 

JlfHILE  modern  Tragedy,  by  Rule  exafl, 

*^        Spins  out  a  thin-wrought  Fable,  Afl  by  AcJ^ 

We  dare  to  bring  you  one  of  thofe  bold  Plajs   - 

Wrote  by  rough  Englijh  Wits  in  former  Days ; 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher  !  thofe  Twin  Stars,  tliat  run 

Their  glorious  Courfe  round  Shakefpeare'j  golden  Sun  j 

Or  when  PHILASTER  Hamlet'*  Place  fupplied, 

Or  Beflus  walked  the  Stage  by  Falftaff '*  Side. 

Their  Sou-Is,  well  pair  'd,  Jhot  Fire  in  mingled  Rays y 

Their  Hands  together  twin'd  the  facial  Bays, 

Till  Fajhion  drove,  in  a  refning  Age, 

Virtue  from  Court,  and  Nature  from  the  Stage. 

Then  Nonfenfe,  in  Heroicks,  feem' d  fublime ; 

Kings  rav'd  in  Couplets,  and  Maids  Jigh'd  in  Rhime. 

Next,  prim,  and  trim,  and  delicate,  and  chajte, 

A  Hajh  from  Greece  and  France,  came  Modern  Tajle. 

Cold  are  her  Sons,  andfo  afraid  of  dealing 

In  Rant  and  Fujlian,  they  ne'er  rife  to  Feeling. 

O  fay,  ye  Bards  of  Phlegm,  fay,  where*  s  the  Name 

That  can  with  FLETCHER  urge  a  rival  Claim  ? 

Say,  whereas  the  Poet,  train  d  in  pedant  Schools, 

Equal  to  SHAKESPEARE,  who  o'erleapt  all  Rules  ? 

Thus  of  our  Bards  we  boldly  fpeak  our  Mind ; 
A  harder  Tafk,  alas,  remains  behind  : 
To-night,  as  yet  by  publick  Eyes  unfeen^ 
A  raw,  unprattiid  Novice  fills  the  Scene. 
Bred  in  the  City,  his  theatrick  Star 
Brings  him  at  length  on  this  Side  Temple-Bar  ; 
Smit  with  the  Mufe,   the  Ledger  he  forget, 
And  when  he  wrote  his  Name,  he  made  a  Blot. 
Him  while  perplexing  Hopes  and  Fears  embarrafs, 
Skulking  (like  Hamlet' s  Rat)  behind  the  Arras, 
Me  a  dramatic k  Fellow- feeling  draws, 
Without  a  Fee,  to  plead  a  Brother's  Caufe. 
Genius  is  rare  ;  and  while  our  Great  Comptroller, 
No  more  a  Manager,  turns  arrant  Stroller, 
Let  new  Adventurers  your  Care  engage, 
And  nurfe  the  Infant  Saplings  of  the  Stage  ! 

Dramatis 


Dramatis   Perfonx. 


King,            — 

—         Mr.  BRANSBY. 

Pbilajler,      — 

—         Mr.  POWELL. 

Pharamond, 

—         Mr.  LEE. 

Dion,           — 

—         Mr.  BURTON. 

Cleremont,    •  — 

—         Mr.  CASTLE. 

Tbrafiline,    — 

—        Mr.  ACKMAN, 

Captain,       — 

—         Mr.  BADDELY. 

Countryman, 

—         Mr.  PARSONS. 

Meffengers, 

(Mr.  Fox, 

JMr.  MARK. 

Woodmen,    — 

{Mr.  WATKINS, 
Mr,  STRANGE. 

Anthfa,    —  Mifs  BRIDE. 

Eufhrrf^  (difgmfed  un- J  Mr,_  yATIS. 
der  the  Name  or  BeLlano) ) 
Megra,  (a  Spanifh  Lady)    Mrs.  LEE. 
Galatea,       —         —         Mifs  MILLS. 
Lady,  r-         Mrs.  HIPPISLEY. 


Scene,   €  I  C  I  L  Y. 


PHILASTER. 


ACT     I.      SCENE     I. 


SCENE,    an  Antichamber  in  tke  Palace. 
Enter  Dion,  Cleremont,  and  Thrafiline. 

CLEREMONT. 

HERE's  nor  Lords,  nor  Ladies. 
Dion.  Credit  me.  Gentlemen,  I  wonder  at 
it.     They   receiv'd  Uriel:  Charge  from  the1 
King  to  attend  here :  Befides,  it  was  loudly 
publifh'd,  that  no  Officer  fhonld  forbid  any  Gentle- 
men that  defired  to  attend  and  hear. 
Cle.  Can  you  guefs  the  Caufe  ? 
Dion.  Sir,  it  is  plain,  about  the  SpanlJhPrince;  that's 
come  to  marry  our  Kingdom's  Heir,  and  be  our  So- 
vereign. 

Cle.  Many,  that  will  feem  to  know  mUch,  fay,  m<£ 
looks  not  on  him  like  a  Maid  in  Love. 

^hra.  They  lay  too,  moreover,  that  the  Lady  Megra 

(fent  hither  by  the  Queen  of  Spain,  Pharamond's  Mo- 

B  ther, 
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ther,  to  grace  the  Train  of  Arethufa^  and  attend  her  td 
her  new  Home,  when  efpoufed  to  the  Prince)  carries 
herfelf  fomewhat  too  familiarly  to  wards  Pharamond\  and 
it  is  whifper'd,  that  there  is  too  clofe  an  Intercourfe 
between  him  and  that  Lady. 

Dion.  Troth,  perhaps,  there  may  ;  tho*  the  Multitude 
(that  feldom  know  any  thing  but  their  own  Opinions) 
fpeak  what  they  would  have.  But  the  Prince,  before 
his  own  Approach,  receiv'd  fo  many  confident  Mef- 
fages  from  the  State,  and  bound  himfelf  by  fuch 
indifibluble  Engagements,  that,  I  think,  their  Nup- 
tials muft  go  forwards^  and  that  the  Princefs  is  re- 
folv'd  to  be  ruled. 

Cle.  Sir,  is  it  thought,  with  her  he  mail  enjoy  both 
thefe  Kingdoms  of  Sicily  and  Calabria  ? 

Dion.  Sir,  it  is,  without  Controverfy,  fo  meant* 
But  'twill  be  a  troubleibme  Labour  for  him  to  enjoy 
both  thefe  Kingdoms  with  Safety,  the  right  Heir  to 
one  of  them  living,  and  living  fo  virtuoufly  •,  efpe- 
cially,  the  People  admiring  the  Bravery  of  his  Mind, 
and  lamenting  his  Injuries. 

Cle.  Who,  Philajler? 

Dion.  Yes,  whofe  Father,  we  all  know,  was  by  our 
late  King  of  Calabria  unrighteoufly  depos'd  from  his 
fruitful  Sicily.  Myfelf  drew  fome  Blood  in  thofe  Wars, 
which  I  would  give  my  Hand  to  be  wam'd  from. 

Cle.  Sir,  my  Ignorance  in  State-Policy  will  not  let 
me  know,  why,  Philajler  being  Heir  to  one  of  thefe 
Kingdoms,  the  King  mould  fuffer  him  to  walk  abroad 
with  fuch  free  Liberty. 

Dion.  Sir,  it  feems,  your  Nature  is  more  conftant 
than  to  enquire  after  State- News.  But  the  King,  of 
late,  made  a  Hazard  of  both  the  Kingdoms  of  ^Sicily 
and  his  own,  with  offering  but  to  imprifon  Pbilafter. 
At  which  the  City  was  in  Arms,  not  to  be  charm'd 
down  by  any  State-Order  or  Proclamation,  till  they 
law  Philajler  ride  through  the  Streets  pleas'd,  and 
without  a  Guard;  at  which  they  threw  their  Hats, 

and; 
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and  their  Arms  from  them  •,  fome  to  make  Bonfires, 
fome  to  drink,  all  for  his  Deliverance :  Which,  wife 
Men  fay,  is  the  Caufe  the  King  labours  to  bring  in  the 
Power  of  a  Foreign  Nation  to  awe  his  own  with. 

[Flwrijpj. 
Thra.  Peace,  the  King. 

Scene  draws,  find  difcovers  the  King,  Pharamond, 
Arethufa,  and  Train. 

King.  To  give  a  flronger  Teftimony  of  Love 
Than  fickly  Promifes  (which  commonly 
In  Princes  find  both  Birth  and  Burial 
In  one  Breath)  we  have  drawn  you,  worthy  Sir, 
To  make  your  fair  Indearrnents  to  our  Daughter, 
And  worthy  Services  known  to  our  Subjects, 
Now  lov'd  and  wonder'd  at :  Next,  our  Intent 
To  plant  you  deeply,  our  immediate  Heir, 
Both  to  our  Blood  and  Kingdoms.     For  this  Lady, 
(The  beft  Part  of  your  Life,  as  you  confirm  me, 
And  I  believe)  though  her  few  Years  and  Sex 
Yet  teach  her  nothing  but  her  Fears  and  Blufhes; 
Think  not,  dear  Sir,  thefe  undivided  Parts, 
That  muft  mould  up  a  Virgin,  are  put  on 
To  mew  her  fo,  as  borrow'd  Ornaments  ; 
To  fpeak  her  perfect  Love  to  you,  or  add 
An  artificial  Shadow  to  her  Nature. 
Laft,  noble  Son,  (for  fo  I  now  muft  call  you) 
What  I  have  done  thus  publick,  is  not  only 
To  add  a  Comfort  in  particular 
To  you  or  me,  but  all ;  and  to  confirm 
The  Nobles,  and  the  Gentry  of  thefe  Kingdoms, 
By  Oath  to  your  Succeflion,  which  mall  be 
Within  this  Month  at  moil. 

Pba.  Kiffing  your  white  Hand,  Miftrefs,  I  take  Leave, 
To  thank  your  Royal  Father  ;  and  thus  far, 
To  be  my  own  free  Trumpet.     Understand, 
Great  King,  and  thefe  your  Subjects !  Gentlemen, 
Believe  me  in  a  Word,  a  Prince's  Word, 
There  mall  be  nothing  to  make  up  a  Kingdom 
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Mighty,  and  fiourifhing,  defenced,  fear'd, 

Equal  to  be  commanded  and  obey'd, 

Bat  through  the  Travels  of  my  Life  I'll  find  it, 

And  tie  it  to  this  Country.     And  I  vow, 

My  Reign  [hall  be  fo  eafy  to  the  Subject, 

That  ev'ry  Man  {hall  be  his  Prince  himfelf, 

A.rjd  his  own  Law  :  (yet  I  his  Prince  and  Law.) 

And  deareft  Lady,  let  me  fay,  you  are 

The  Blefied'ft  living  •,  for,  fweet  Princefs,  you 

Shall  make  him  your's,  for  whom  great  Queens  muft  die, 

flora.  Miraculous  ! 

Cle,  This  Speech  calls  him  Spaniard,  being  nothing  but 
A  large  Inventory  of  his  own  Commendations. 
But  here  comes  one  more  worthy  thofe  large  Speeches, 
Than  the  large  Speaker  of  them. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Phi.  Right  noble  Sir,  as  low  as  my  Obedience, 
And  with  a  Heart  as  loyal  as  my  Knee, 
I  beg  your  Favour. 

King.  Rife;  you  have  it,  Sir. 
Speak  your  Intents,  Sir. 

Phi.  Shall  I  fpcak  'em  freely  ? 

Be  ftill  my  Royal  Sovereign. 

King.  As  a  Subject, 
We  give  you  Freedom. 

Dion.  Now  it  heats. 

Phi.  Then  thus  I  turn 

My  Language  to  you,  Prince  ;  you,  Foreign  Man, 
Ne'er  flare,  nor  put  on  Wonder,  for  you  muft 
Indure  me,  and  you  (hall.     This  Earth  you  tread  on 
(A  Dowry,  as  you  hope,  with  this  fair  Princefs) 
By  my  dead  Father  (Oh  !  I  had  a  Father, 
Whole  Memory  I  bow  to)  was  not  left 
To  your  Inheritance,  and  I  up  and  living ; 
Having  myfdf  about  me  and  my  Sword, 
The  $ou!s  of  ail  my  Name,  and  Memories, 

Thefe 
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Thefe  Arms  and  fome  few  Friends,  befides  the  Gods, 
To  part  fo  calmly  with  it,  and  fit  ftill, 
And  fay,  I  might  have  been.     I  tell  thee,  Pbaramond, 
When  thou  art  King,  look,  I  be  dead  and  rotten, 
And  my  Name  Allies  :  For  hear  me,  Pharamond, 
This  very  Ground  thou  goeft  on,  this  fat  Earth, 
My  Father's  Friends  made  fertile  with  their  Faiths, 
Before  that  Day  of  Shame,  mail  gape  and  fwallow 
Thee  and  thy  Nation,  like  a  hungry  Grave, 
Into  her  hidden  Bowels :  Prince,  it  lhall  j 
By  Nemefa  it  mall. 

King.  You  do  difpleafe  us : 
You  are  too  bold. 

Phi.  No,  Sir,  I  am  too  tame, 
Too  much  a  Turtle,  a  Thing  born  without  Paflion, 
A  faint  Shadow,  that  every  drunken  Cloud  fails  over, 
And  makcth  nothing. 

Pha.  What  you  have  feen  in  me  to  ftir  Offence, 
J  cannot  find ;  unlefs  it  be  this  Lady 
Offer'd  into  mine  Arms,  with  the  Succefllon, 
Which  I  mult  keep,  though  it  hath  pleas'd  your  Fuf^ 
To  mutiny  within  you.     The  King  grants  it, 
And  I  dare  make  it  mine.    You  have  your  Anfwer. 

Phi.  If  thou  wert  fole  Inheritor  to  him 
That  made  the  World  his,  and  were  Pharamond 
As  truly  valiant,  as  I  feel  him  cold, 
And  ring'd  among  the  choiceft  of  his  Friends, 
And  from  this  Prefence,  fpite  of  all  thefe  Stops, 
You  mould  hear  further  from  me. 

King.  Sir,  you  wrong  the  Prince : 
I  gave  you  not  this  Freedom  to  brave  onrbeft  Friends, 
You  do  defer ve  our  Frown  :  Go  to,  be  better  tempered : 

Phi.  It  muft  be,  Sir,  when  I  am  nobler  us'd. 

King.  Philafter,  tell  me 
The  Injuries  you  aim  at  in  your  Riddles. 

Phi.  If  you  had  my  Eyes,  Sir,  and  Sufferance, 
My  Griefs  upon  you,  and  my  broken  Fortunes, 
My  Wants  great,  and  now  nought  butHopes  and  Fears, 

My 
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My  Wrongs  would  make  ill  Riddles  to  be  laughed  at. 
Dare  you  be  ftill  my  King,  and  right  me  not  ? 

King.  Go  to  : 

Be  more  your  Self,  as  you  refpect  our  Favour; 
You'll  ftir  us  elfe :  Sir,  I  muft  have  you  know 
That  you're,  and  mail  be,  at  our  Pleafure,whatFafhion  we 
Will  put  upon  you:  Smooth  your  Brow,  or  by  theGods— • 

Phi.  I  am  dead,  Sir,  you're  my  Fate  :  It  was  not  I 
Said  I  was  wrong'd :  I  carry  all  about  me 
My  weak  Stars  led  me  to,  all  my  weak  Fortunes. 
Who  dares  in  all  this  Prefence  fpeak,  (that  is 
But  Man  of  Flefh,  and  may  be  mortal)  tell  me, 
I  do  not  moft  entirely  love  this  Prince, 
And  honour  his  full  Virtues  ! 

King.  Sure,  he's  pofieft. 

Phi.  Yes,  with  my  Father's  Spirit :  It's  here,  OKing ! 
A  dangerous  Spirit ;  now  he  tells  me,  King, 
I  was  a  King's  Heir ;  bids  me  be.  a  King  -, 
And  whifpers  to  me,  thefe  be  all  my  Subjects. 
'Tis  ftrange,  he  will  not  let  me  deep,  but  dives 
Into  my  Fancy,  and  there  gives  me  Shapes 
That  kneel,  and  do  me  Service,  cry  me  King  : 
But  I'll  iupprefs  him,  he's  a  factious  Spirit, 
N  And  will  undo  me :  Noble  Sir,  your  Hand, 
I  am  your  Servant. 

King.  Away,  I  do  not  like  this : 
For  this  Time  I  pardon  your  wild  Speech. 

[Exeunt  King,  Pha.  Are.  and  Train. 

Dion.  See,  how  his  Fancy  labours :  Has  he  not 
Spoke  home,  and  bravely  ?  What  a  dangerous  Train 
Did  he  give  Fire  to  !  How  he  ihook  the  King ! 
Made  his  Soul  melt  within  him,  and  his  Blood 
Kun  into  Whey  \  It  flood  upon  his  Brow 
Like  a  cold  Winter  Dew. 

Phi.  Gentlemen, 

You  have  no  Suit  to  me  :  I  am  no  Minion  : 
You  ftand,  methinks,  like  Men  that  would  be  Courtiers, 
If  you  could  well  be  flatter'd  at  a  Price, 
Npt  to  undo  your  Children :  You're  all  honeft  : 

Go 
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Go  get  yon  home  again,  and  make  your  Country 
A  virtuous  Court,  to  which  your  Great  Ones  may, 
In  their  difeafed  Age,  retire,  and  live  reclufe. 

Cle.  How  do  you,  worthy  Sir  ? 

Phi.  Well,  very  well, 
And  fo  well,  that,  if  the  King  pleafe,  I  find, 
I  may  live  many  Years. 

Dion.  The  King  muft  pleafe, 
Whilfl  we  know  what  you  are,  and  who  you  are, 
Your  Wrongs  and  Injuries  :  Shrink  not,  worthy  Sir, 
But  add  your  Father  to  you  :  In  whofe  Name 
We'll  waken  all  the  Gods,    and  conjure  up 
The  Rods  of  Vengeance,  theabufed  People; 
Who,  like  to  raging  Torrents,  mall  fwell  high, 
And  fo  begirt  the  Dens  of  thefe  Male-Dragons, 
That,  through  the  ftrongeft  Safety,  they  mail  beg 
For  Mercy  at  your  Sword's  Point. 

Phi.  Friends,  no  more  ; 
Our  Ears  may  be  corrupted  :  JTis  an  Age 
We  dare  not  truft  our  Wills  to  :  Do  you  love  me  ? 

Thra.  Do  we  love  Heav'n  and  Honour  ? 

Phi.  MyLordDws, 

You  had  a  virtuous  Gentlewoman  call'd  you  Father  r 
Is  fhe  yet  alive  ? 

Dion.  Moft  honour'd  Sir,  flie  is  : 
And  for  the  Penance  but  of  an  idle  Dream', 
Has  undertook  a  tedious  Pilgrimage. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Phi.  Is  it  to  me,  or  any  of  thefe  Gentlemen  you  come  ? 
Lady.  To  you,  brave  Lord ;  the  Princefs  would  intreat 
Your  prefent  Company. 

Phi.  Kifs  her  fair  Hand,  and  fay,  I  will  attend  her, 

Dion.  Do  you  know  what  you  do  ? 

Phi.  Yes,  go  to  fee  a  Woman. 

Cle.  But  do  you  weigh  the  Danger  you  are  in  ? 

Phi.  Danger  in  a  fweet  Face  ? 

Her 
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Her Eye  may  {hoot  me  dead,  or  thofe  true  red 
And  white  Friends  in  her  Face  may  (leal  my  Soul  out  i 
There's  all  the  Danger  in't :  But  be  what  may, 
Her  fingle  Name  hath  armed  me.  [Exit. 

Dion.  Go  on  : 

And  be  as  truly  happy  as  thou  art  fearlefs : 
Come,  Gentlemen,   let's  make  our  Friends  acqnainted,- 
Left  the  King  prove  falfe.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  changes  to  another  Apartment. 
Enter  Arethufa  and  a  Lady. 

Are.  Comes  he  not  ? 
Lady.  Madam  ? 
Are.  Will  Philajter  come  ? 
Lady.  Dear  Madam,  you  were  wont 
To  credit  me  at  firft. 

Are.  But  didft  thou  tell  me  fo  ? 
I  am  forgetful,  and  my  Woman's  Strength 
Is  fo  o'ercharg'd  with  Danger  like  to  grow 
About  my  Marriage,  that  thefe  under  Things 
Dare  not  abide  in  fuch  a  troubled  Sea  : 
How  look'd  he,  when  he  told  thee  he  would  come  ? 
Lady.  Why,  well. 
Are.  And  not  a  little  fearful  ? 

Lady.  Fear,  Madam  ?  Sure  he  knows  not  what  it  is. 
Are.  You  are  all  of  his  Faction ;  the  whole  Court 
Is  bold  in  Praife  of  him ;  whilft  I 
May  live  neglected,  and  do  noble  Things, 
As  Fools  in  Strife  throw  Gold  into  the  Sea, 
Drown'd  in  the  Doing  :  But,  I  know,  he  fears. 

Lady.  Fear  r  Madam,  methought,  his  Looks  hid  more 
Of  Love  than  Fear. 

Are.  Of  Love  ?  to  whom  ?  to  you  ? 
Did  you  deliver  thofe  plain  Words  I  lent 
With  fuch  a  winning  Gefture,  and  quick  Look, 
That  you  have  caught  him  ? 
Lady.  Madam,  I  mean  to  you. 
Are.  Of  Love  to  me  ?   Alas !  thy  tgnorance 
Lets  thee  not  fee  the  Croffes  of  our  Births. 

Nature 
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Nature,  that  loves  not  to  be  queftion'd  why 
She  did  or  this,  or  that,  but  has  her  Ends, 
And  knows  fhe  does  well,  never  gave  the  World 
Two  things  fo  oppofite,  fo  contrary, 
As  He,  and  I  am. 

Lady.  Madam,  I  think  I  hear  him. 

Are.  Bring  him  in  :  [Exit  Lady. 

You  Gods,  that  would  not  have  your  Dooms  withftood, 
Whofe  holy  Wifdoms  at  this  Time  it  is, 
To  make  the  Paffion  of  a  feeble  Maid 
The  Way  unto  your  Juilice,  I  obey. 

Re-enter  Lady  and  Philafter. 

Lady.  Here  is  my  Lord  Philafter. 

Are.  Oh!  'tis  well: 
Withdraw  yourfelf.  [£*//  Lady. 

Phi.  Madam,  your  Meflenger 
Made  me  believe,  you  wifh'd  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Are.  'Tis  true,  Philafter ; 
Have  yon  known, 

That  I  have  ought  detracted  from  your  Worth  ? 
Have  I  in  Perfon  wrong'd  you  ?  or  have  fet 
My  bafer  Inftruments  to  throw  Difgrace 
Upon  your  Virtues  ? 

Phi.  Never,  Madam,  you. 

Are.  Why  then  mould  you,  in  fuch  a  public  Place, 
Injure  a  Princefs,  and  a  Scandal  lay 
Upon  my  Fortunes,  fam'd  to  be  fo  great ; 
Calling  a  great  Part  of  my  Dowry  in  Queftion  ? 

Phi.  Madam,  this  Truth,  which  I  (hall  fpeak,  will  feem 
Foolilh :  But  for  your  fair  and  virtuous  Self, 
I  could  afford  myfelf  to  have  no  Right 
To  any  thing  you  wifh'd. 

Are.  Philafter^  know, 
I  muft  enjoy  thefe  Kingdoms,  of  Calabria 
And  Sicily :  By  Fate,  I  die,  Philafter, 
If  I  not  calmly  may  enjoy  •  them  both. 

C  Phi. 
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Phi.  I  would  do  much  to  fave  that  noble  Life : 
Yet  would  be  loth  to  have  Pofterity 
Find  in  our  Stories,  that  Philafter  gave 
His  Right  unto  a  Scepter,  and  a  Crown, 
To  fave  a  Lady's  Longing. 

Are.  Nay,  then  hear  : 
I  muft,  and  will  have  them,  and  more. 

Phi.  What  more  ?  Say,  you  would  have  my  Life  j 
Why,  I  will  give  it  you ;  for  it  is  of  me 
A  Thing  fo  loath'd,  and  unto  you  that  afk 
Of  fo  poor  Ufe,  I  will  unmov'dly  hear. 

Are.  Fain  would  I  fpeak,  and  yet  the  Words  are  fuch 
I  have  to  fay,  and  do  Ib  ill  befeem 
The  Mouth  of  Woman,  that  I  wim  them  faid, 
And  yet  am  loth  to  utter  them. — Oh  turn 
Away  thy  Face! — a  little  bend  thy  Looks ! — • 
Spare,  fpare  me,  Oh  Philafter ! 

Phi.  What  means  this? 

Are.  But  that  my  Fortunes  hang  upon  this  Hour, 
But  that  Occafion  urges  me  to  fpeak, 
And  that  perverfely  to  keep  Silence  now 
Would  doom  me  to  a  Life  of  Wretchednefs, 
1  could  not  thus  have  fummon'd  thee,  to  tell  thee, 
The  Thoughts  of  Pharamond  are  Scorpions  to  me. 
More  horrible  than  Danger,  Pain  or  Death ! 
Yes — I  muft  have  thy  Kingdoms— muft  have  thee! 

Phi.  How  me  ? 

Are.  Thy  Love !— without  which  all  the  LancJ 
Difcovered  yet,  will  ferve  me  for  no  Ufe 
But  to  be  buried  in. 

Phi.  Is't  poffible? 

Are.  With  it,  it  were  too  little  to  beftow 
On  thee  :  Now,  though  thy  Breath  doth  ftrike  me  dead, 
(Which,  know,  it  may)  I  have  unript  my  Breaft. 

Phi.  Madam,  you  are  too  full  of  noble  Thoughts, 
To  lay  a  Train  for  this  contemned  Life, 
Which  you  may  have  for  afking  :  To  fufpect 
Were  bafe,  where  I  deferve  no  ill :  Love  you  ! 

By 
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By  all  my  Hopes^  I  do,  above  my' Life  : 
But  how  this  Paffion  fhould  proceed  from  you 
So  violently— 

Are.  Another  Soul,  into  my  Body  fhot, 
Could  not  have  fill'd  me  with  more  Strength  and  Spirit, 
Than  this  thy  Breath :  But  fpend  not  hafty  Time, 
In  feeking  how  I  came  thus  :  JTia  the  Gods, 
The  Gods  that  make  me  fo ;  and,  fure,  our  Love 
Will  be  the  nobler,  and  the  better  bleft, 
In  that  the  fecfet  Juftice  of  the  Gods 
Is  mingled  with  it.     Let  us  leave  and  part, 
Left  fome  unwelcome  Gueft  mould  fall  betwixt, 

Phi.  'Twill  be  ill, 
I  mould  abide  here  long. 

Are.  'Tis  true,  and  worfe 
You  mould  come  often  :  How  (hall  we  devife 
To  hold  Intelligence,  that  our  true  Loves 
On  any  new  Occafion  may  agree, 
What  Path  is  beft  to  tread  ? 

Phi.  I  have  a  Boy 

Sent  by  the  Gods,  I  hope,  to  this  Intent, 
!Not  yet  feen  in  the  Court.     Hunting  the  Buck, 
I  found  him  fitting  by  a  Fountain-Side, 
Of  which  he  borrow'd  fome  to  quench  his  Third, 
And  paid  the  Nymph  again  as  much  in  Tears; 
A  Garland  lay  by  him,  made  by  himfelf, 
Of  many  feveral  Flowers,  bred  in  the  Bay, 
Stuck  in  that  myftick  Order,  that  the  Rarenefs 
Delighted  me  :  But  ever  when  he  turned 
His  tender  Eyes  upon  'em,  he  would  weep, 
As  if  he  meant  to  make  'em  grow  again. 
Seeing  fuch  pretty  helplefs  Innocence 
Dwell  in  his  Face,  I  afk'd  him  all  his  Story; 
He  told  me,  that  his  Parents  gentle  dy'd, 
Leaving  him  to  the  Mercy  of  the  Fields, 
Which  gave  him  Roots ;  and  of  the  cryftal  Springs, 
Which  did  not  ftop  their  Courfes ;  and  the  Sun, 
Which  ftill,  he  thank'd  him,  yielded  him  his  Light ; 
C  2  Then 
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Then  took  he  up  his  Garland,  and  did  mew, 

What  every  Flower,  as  Country  People  hold, 

Did  fignify  •,  and  how  all,  ordered  thus, 

Expreft  his  Grief;  and  to  my  Thoughts  did  read 

The  prettied  Lecture  of  his  Country  Art 

That  cou'd  be  wilh'd:  So  that,  methought,  I  cou'd 

Have  ftudied  it.     I  gladly  entertain'd  him, 

Who  was  as  glad  to  follow ;  and  have  got 

The-  truftieft,  loving'ft,  and  the  gentleft  Boy, 

That  ever  Mafter  kept :  Him  will  I  fend 

To  wait  on  you,  and  bear  our  hidden  Love. 

Enter  Lady. 

Are.  JTis  well,  no  more. 

Lady.  Madam,  the  Prince  is  come  to  do  his  Service. 

Are.  What  will  you  do,  Pbilajier^  with  yourfelf  ? 
Dear,  hide  thyfelf.     Bring  in  the  Prince. 

Pbi.  Hide  me  from  Pharamond! 
When  Thunder  fpeaks,  which  is  the  Voice  of  Jove, 
Though  I  do  Reverence,  yet  I  hide  me  not. 

Are.  Then,  good  Philafter,  give  him  Scope  and  Wajr 
In  what  he  fays ;  for  he  is  apt  to  fpeak 
What  you  are  loth  to  hear :  For  my  Sake  do, 

Pbi.  I  will. 

Enter  Pharamond. 

Pha.  My  Princely  Miftrefs,  as  true  Lovers  ought, 
I  come  to  kifs  thefe  fair  Hands  ;  and  to  fhew, 
In  outward  Ceremonies,  the  dear  Love 
Writ  in  rny  Heart. 

Pbi.  If  I  (hall  have  an  Anfwer  no  directlier, 
I  am  gone. 

Pha.  To  what  would  he  have  an  Anfwer  ? 

Are.  To  his  Claim  unto  the  Kingdom. 

Pba.  I  did  forbear  you,  Sir,  before  the  King. 

Phi.  Good  Sir,  dofo  ftill;  I  would  not  talk  with  you. 

Pba.  But  now  the  Time  is  fitter. 

Pbi.  Pbaramond,  I  loath 
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I  loath  to  brawl  with  fuch  a  Blaft  as  thou, 
Who  art  nought  but  a  valiant  Voice  :   But  if 
Thou  fhalt  provoke  me  further,  Men  fhall  fay, 
Ibou  ivert,  and  not  lament  it. 

Pha.  Do  you  flight 
My  Greatnefs  fo,  and  in  the  Chamber  of  the  Princefs ! 

Phi.  It  is  a  Place,  to  which,  I  muft  confefs, 
I  owe  a  Reverence  :  But  were't  the  Church, 
Ay,  at  the  Altar,  there's  no  Place  fo  fafe, 
Where  thou  dar'ft  injure  me,  but  I  dare  punifh  thee: 
Farewell.  [Exit  Philafter. 

Pha.  Infolent  Boafter!  offer  but  to  mention 
Thy  Right  to  any  Kingdom — 

Are.  Let  him  go ; 
He  is  not  worth  your  Care. 

Pha.  MyAretbufa! 

I  hope  our  Hearts  are  knit ;  and  yet  fo  (low 
State  Ceremonies  are,  it  may  be  long 
Before  our  Hands  be  fo :  If  then  you  pleafe, 
Being  agreed  in  Heart,  let  us  not  wait 
For  Pomp  and  Circumftance,  but  folemnize 
A  private  Nuptial,  and  anticipate 
Delights,  and  fo  foretafte  our  Joys  to  come. 

Are.  My  Father,  Sir,  is  all  in  all  to  me ; 
Nor  can  I  give  my  Fancy  or  my  Will 
More  Scope  than  he  mail  warrant.     When  he  bids 
My  Eye  look  up  to  Pbaramotid  for  Lord, 
I  know  my  Duty  •,  but,  till  then,  farewell.         [Exit. 

Pha.  Nay ! — but  there's  more  in  this — fome  happier 

Man! 

Perhaps  Philafter!— 'Sdeath  !  let  me  not  think  on't. 
— She  muft  be  watch'd— He  to©  muft  bt  ta'en  Care  of, 
Or  all  my  Hopes  of  her  and  Empire  reft 
Upon  a  fandy  Bottom. — If  (he  means 
To  wed  me,  well ;  if  not,  I  fwear  Revenge.       [Exit. 


ACT 
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ACT   II.     SCENE    I. 

Scene,  an  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Philafter  and  Bellario. 

Phi.     A  ND  thou  malt  find  her  honourable,  Boy  ; 
_/\.  Full  of  Regard  unto  thy  tender  Youth, 
For  thine  own  Modefty,  and  for  my  Sake, 
Apter  to  give,  than  thou  wilt  be  to  afk, 
Ay,  ordeferve. 

Bel.  Sir,  you  did  take  me  up 
When  I  was  nothing;  and  only  yet  am  fomething, 
By  being  yours :  You  trufted  me  unknown  j 
And  that  which  you  are  apt  to  conftrue  now 
A  fimple  Innocence  in  me,  perhaps, 
Might  have  been  Craft,  the  Cunning  of  a  Boy 
Hardened  in  Lies  and  Theft  •,  yet  ventur'd  You 
To  part  my  Miferies  and  me  :  For  which, 
I  never  can  expect  to  ferve  a  Lady, 
That  bears  more  Honour  in  her  Bread  than  You. 

Phi.  But,  Boy,  it  will  prefer  thee  ;  thou  art  young, 
And  bear'ft  a  childim  overflowing  Love 
To  them  that  clap  thy  Cheeks,  and  fpeak  thee  fair. 
But  when  thy  Judgement  comes  to  rule  thofe  Pafiions, 
Thou  wilt  remember  befl  thofe  careful  Friends, 
That  plac'd  thee  in  the  nobleil  Way  of  Life. 
She  is  a  Princefs  I  prefer  thee  to. 

Bel.  In  that  fmall  Titne  that  I  have  feeh  the  World, 
I  never  knew  a  Man  hafty  to  part  with 
A  Servant  he  thought  trufty  :  I  remember, 
My  Father  would  prefer  the  Boys  he  kept 

To 
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To  greater  Men  than  he  ;  but  did  it  not, 
Till  they  were  grown  too  fancy  for  himielf. 

Phi.  Why,  gentle  Boy,  I  find  no  Fault  at  all 
In  thy  Behaviour. 

Bel.  Sir,  if  I  have  made 
A  Fault  of  Ignorance,  inftruct  my  Youth  j 
I  fhall  be  willing,  if  not  apt,  to  learn  : 
Age  and  Experience  will  adorn  my  Mind 
With  larger  Knowledge  :  And  if  I  have  done 
A  wilful  Fault,  think  me  not  pad  all  Hope 
For  once,     What  Matter  holds  fo  drift  a  Hand 
Over  his  Boy,  that  he  will  part  with  him 
Without  one  Warning  ?  Let  me  be,  corrected, 
To  break  my  Stubbornefs,  if  it  be  fo, 
Rather  than  turn  me  off,  and  I  mall  mend. 

Phi.  Thy  Love  doth  plead  fo  prettily  to  flay, 
That,  trufl  me,  I  could  weep  to  part  with  thee. 
Alas  !  I  do  not  turn  thee  off;  thou  know'ft, 
It  is  my  Bufinefs  that  doth  call  thee  hence  ; 
And,  when  thou  art  with  her,  thou  dwell'ft  with  me  : 
Think  fo,  and  'tis  fo  ;  and  when  Time  is  full, 
That  thou  haft  well  difcharg'd  this  heavy  Truft, 
Laid  on  fo  weak  a  one,  I  will  again 
With  Joy  receive  thee ;  as  I  live,  I  will. 
Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Boy  ;  'tis  more  than  Time 
Thou  didll  attend  the  Princefs. 

Bel.  I  am  gone  •, 

But  fince  I  am  to  part  with  you,  my  Lord, 
And  none  knows  whether  I  fhall  live  to  do 
More  Service  for  you,  take  this  little  Prayer  : 
Heav'n  blefs  your  Loves,  your  Fights,  all  your  Defigns  \ 
May  fick  Men,  if  they  have  your  Wifh,  be  well ! 
And  Heav'n  hate  thofe  you  curfe,  though  I  be  one  ! 

[Emt. 

Phi.  The  Love  of  Boys  unto  their  Lords  is  ftrange ! 
I  have  read  Wonders  of  it !  yet  this  Boy, 
For  my  Sake,  (if  a  Man  may  judge  by  Looks, 

5  And 
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And  Speech)  would  out-do  Story.     I  may  fee 

A  Day  to  pay  him  for  his  Loyalty.  [Exit* 

Scene  changes  to  Are  thufa'j  Apartment. 
Enter  Arethufa  and  a  Lady. 

Are.  Where's  the  Boy  ?  Where's  Bellario? 

La.  Within,  Madam. 

Are.  Gave  you  him  Gold  to  buy  him  Clothes  ? 

La.  I  did. 

Are.   And  has  he  done't  ? 

La.  Madam,  not  yet. 

Are.  'Tis  a  pretty  fad  talking  Boy  *,  is  it  not  ? 

Enter  Galatea. 

Are.  O,  you  are  welcome  !  What  good  News  * 

Gal.  As  good  as  any  one  can  tell  your  Grace, 
That  fays  me  has  done  that  you  would  have  wim'd^ 

Are.  Haft  thou  difcovered  then  ? 

Gal.  I  have.     Your  Prince, 
Brave  Pbaramond's  difloyal. 

Are.  And  with  whom  ? 

Gal.  Ev'n  with  the  Lady  we  fufpeft ;  with  Megra. 

Are.  O,  where  !  and  when  ? 

Gal.  I  can  difcover  all. 

Are.  The  King  mall  know  this ;  and  if  Deftiny, 
To  whom  we  dare  not  fay,  it  ft  all  not  be, 
Have  not  decreed  it  fo  in  lading  Leaves, 
Whofe  fmalleft  Characters  were  never  chang'd, 
This  hated  Match  viithPharamond  fhall  break. 
Run  back  into  the  Prefence,  mingle  there 
Again  with  other  Ladies  j  leave  the  reft 
To  me.  [Exit  Gal. 

Where's  the  Boy? 

La.  Here,  Madam. 

Enter 
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Enter  Bellario. 

Are.  Why  art  thou  ever  melancholy  ?  Sir : 
You  are  fad  to  change  your  Service  :  Is't  not  fo  ? 

Eel.  Madam,  I  have  not  chang'd  ;  I  wait  on  you, 
To  do  him  Service. 

Are.  Thou  difclaim'ft  in  me ; 
Tell  me,  Bellario,  thou  can'ft  fing  and  play  ? 

Bel.  If  Grief  will  give  me  Leave,  Madam,  I  can. 

Are.  Alas  !  what  Kind  of  Grief  can  thy  Years  know  ? 
Had'ft  a  curft  Mafter  when  thou  went'ft  to  School  ? 
Thou  art  not  capable  of  other  Grief : 
Thy  Brows  and  Cheeks  are  fmooth  as  Waters  be, 
When  no  Breath  troubles  them  :  Believe  me,  Boy, 
Care  feeks  out  wrinkled  Brows  and  hollow  Eyes, 
And  builds  himfeif  Caves  to  abide  in  them. 
Come,  Sir,  tell  me  truly,  does  your  Lord  love  me  ? 

Bel.  Love,  Madam  ?  I  know  not  what  it  is. 

Are.  Can'ft  thou  know  Grief,  and  never  yetknew'ft 

Love  ? 

Thou  art  decciv'd,  Boy ;  does  he  fpeak  of  me, 
As  if  he  wifh'd  me  well  ? 

Eel  If  it  be  Love, 

To  forget  all  Refpect  of  his  own  Friends,  \ 

In  thinking  on  your  Face  :  If  it  be  Love,  • 
To  fit  crofs-arm'd,  and  figh  away  the  Day, 
Mingled  with  Starts,  crying  your  Name  as  loud 
And  haftily,  as  Men  i'th'  Streets  do  Fire  : 
If  it  be  Love,  to  weep  himfeif  away, 
When  he  but  hears  of  any  Lady  dead, 
Or  kill'd,  becaufe  it  might  have  been  your  Chance : 
If,  when  he  goes  to  Reft  (which  will  not  be) 
'Twixt  ev'ry  Prayer  he  fays,  he  names  you  once 
As  others  drop  a  Bead,  be  to  be  in  Love : 
Then,  Madam,  I  dare  fwear  he  loves  you. 

Are.  O! 

You  are  a  cunning  Boy,  taught  to  deceive, 
For  your  Lord's  Credit :  but  thou  know'ft,  a  Falfehood 
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That  bears  this  Sound,  is  welcomer  to  me, 
Than  any  Truth,  that  fays,  he  loves  me  not. 
Lead  the  Way,  Boy.     Do  you  attend  me  too  ; 
'Tis  thy  Lord's  Bufmefs  hades  me  thus.  Away. 


Scene  changes  to  another  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Megra  and  Pharamond. 

Meg.  What  then  am  I  ?  a  poor  neglected  Stale  ! 
Have  I  then  been  an  idle  toying  She, 
To  fool  away  an  Hour  or  two  withal, 
And  then  thrown  by  for  ever  ? 
Pha.  Nay,  have  Patience  \ 
Meg.  Patience  !  I  (hall  go  mad  !  why  I  mail  be 
A  Mark  for  all  the  Pages  of  the  Court 
To  fpend  their  Wit  upon  ! 

Pha.  It  mall  not  be. 

She,  who*"?  Dishonour  is  not  known  abroad, 
Is  not  at  all  dimonour'd. 

Meg.  Not  dimonour'd  ! 
Have  we  then  been  f6  chary  of  our  Fame, 
So  cautious  think  you,  in  our  Courfe  of  Love 
No  Blot  of  Calumny  has  fali'n  upon  it  ?  Say, 
What  Charm  has  veil'd  Sufpicion's  hundred  Eyes, 
And  who  fliall  ftop  the  cruel  Hand  of  Scorn  ? 

Pha.  Ceafe  your  Complaints,  reproachful  and  un- 

kind ! 

What  could  I  do  ?  Obedience  to  my  Father, 
My  Country's  Good,  my  plighted  Faith,  my  Fame, 
Each  Circumftance  of  State  and  Duty,  afk'd 
The  Tender  of  my  Hand  to  Arethufa. 

Meg.  Talk  not  of  Arethufa  !  She,  I  know-, 
Would  fain  get  rid  of  her  moft  precious  Bargain. 
She  is  for  fofter  Dalliance;  Ih6  has  got 
A  Cherub,  a  young  Hylas,  an  Adonis  ! 

Pha.  What  mean  you  ? 

Meg.  She,  good  Faith,  has  her  Eellario  ! 
A  Boy  —  about  Eighteen  —  a  pretty  Boy  ! 
Why  this  is  he  that  muft  when  you  are  wed  Sit 
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Sit  by  your  Pillow,  like  a  young  Apollo 
Sing,  play  upon  the  Lute,  with  Hand  and  Voice 
Binding  your  Thoughts  in  Sleep :  She  does  provide  him 
For  you  and  for  herfelf. 

Pba.  Injurious  Megra ! 

Oh,  add  not  Shame  to  Shame !  To  rob  a  Lady 
Of  her  good  Name  thus,  is  an  heinous  Sin, 
Not  to  be  pardon'd  ;  yet,  though  falfe  as  Hell, 
'Twill  never  be  redeem'd,  if  it  be  fown 
Amongft  the  People,  fruitful  to  increafe 
All  Evil  they  mall  hear. 

Meg.  It  mall  be  known. 

Nay,  more,  by  Heav'n  'tis  true  !  a  thoufand  Things 
Speak  it,  beyond  all  Contradiction,  true  : 
Obferve  how  brave  fhe  keeps  him  ;  how  he  Hands 
For  ever  at  her  beck  !  There's  not  an  Hour, 
Sacred  howe'er  to  female  Privacy, 
But  he's  admitted  ;  and  in  open  Court 
Their  tell-tale  Eyes  hold  ibft  Difcourfe  together. 
Why,  why  is  all  this  ?  Think  you  fhe's  content 
To  look  upon  him  ? 

Pha.  Make  it  but  appear 

That  me  has  play'd  the  Wanton  with  this  Stripling, 
All  Spain  as  well  as  Sicily  mail  know 

Her  foul  Dimonour.     I'll  difgrace  her  firft, 

Then  leave  her  to  her  Shame. 
Meg.  You  are  refolv'd  ? 
Pba.  Moft  conftantly. 
Meg.  The  reft  remains  with  me  : 

I  will  produce  fuch  Proofs,  that  me  mall  know 

I  did  not  leave  our  Country,  and  degrade 

Our  Spanilh  Honour  and  Nobility, 

To  (land  a  mean  Attendant  in  her  Chamber, 

With  hood-wink'd  Eyes,  and  Finger  on  my  Lips. 

What  I  have  feen,  I'll  fpeak ;  what  known,  proclaim  : 

Her  Story  mail  be  general  as  the  Wind, 

And  fly  as  far.— I  will  about  it  ftrait. 

Exped  News  from  me,  Pbaramond.     Farewell. 

[Exit. 
P  2  Pharamond 
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Pkiramond  alone. 

True  or  not  true,  one  Way  I  like  this  well, 
For  I  fufpe<5t  the  Princefs  loves  me  not. 
If  Megra's  Charge  prove  Malice,  her  own  Ruin 
Muft  follow,  and  I'm  quit  of  her  for  ever : 
But  if  ilie  makes  Suipicions  Truths,  or  if, 
Which  were  as  deep  Confufion,  Arethufa 
Diidain  bur  proffer'd  Union,  and  Philafter 
Stand  foremoft  in  her  Heart,  let  Me.gr  a*  s  Proofs 
Wear  but  the  Semblance,  and 'the  Garb  of  Truth, 
They  mall  afford  me  Meafure  of  Revenge. 
I  will  look  on  with  an  indifferent  Eye, 
Prepar'd  for  cither  Fortune  ;  or  to  wed 
If  me  prove  faithful,  or  repulfe  her  fham'd.        [Exit, 

Scene,  the  Prefence  Chamber, 

£/^r  Dion,  Cleremont,  Thrafiline,  Megra,  and 

Galatea. 

Dion,  Come,  Ladies,  mall  we  talk  a  Round  ! 
Gal.  5Tis  late. 
Meg.  'Tis  all 
My  Eyes  will  do  to  lead  me  to  my  Bed. 

Enter  Pharamond. 

fbra.  The  Prince ! 

Pha.  Not  a-bed,  Ladies  !  You're  good  Sitters  up, 
What  think  you  of  a  pleafant  Dream,  to  laft 
Till  Morning  ? 

Enter  Arethufa  and  Bellario. 

Arc  'Tis  well,  my  Lord,  you're  courting  of  Ladies. 
Js't  not  late,  Gentlemen  ? 
Cle.  Yes,  Madam. 
Are.  Wait  you  there.  f  Exit  Arethufa. 
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Meg.  She's  jealous,  as  I  live.     Look  you,  my  Lord, 
The  Princefs  has  a  Boy ! 

Pba.  His  Form  is  Angel-like! 

Dion.  Serves  he  the  Princefs  ? 

Tbra.  Yes. 

Dion.  'Tis  a  fweet  Boy ! 

Pba.  Ladies  all,   good  Reft :  I  mean  to  kill  a  Buck 
To-morrow  Morning,  'ere  you've  done  your  Dreams. 

[Exit  Phar. 

Meg.  All  Happinefs  attend  your  Grace!    Gentle- 
men, good  Rel. 

Gal.  All,  Good  Night. 

[£,v..Gal.  and  Meg. 

Dion.  May  your  Dreams  he  true  to  you! 
What  (hall  we  do,  Gallants  ?  'Tis  late.     The.  King 
Is  up  ftill.     See,  he  comes,  and  Aretbufa 
With  him. 

Enter  King,  Arethufa  and  Guard, 

King.  Look,  your  Intelligence  be  true. 

Are.  Upon  my  Life,  it  is :  And  I  do  hope, 
Your  Highnefs  will  not  tie  me  to  a  Man, 
That  in  the  Heat  of  Wooing  throws  me  off, 
And  takes  another. 

Dion.  What  mould  this  mean  ? 

King.  If  it  be  true, 

That  Lady  had  much  better  have  embrac'd 
Curelefs  Difeafes,     Get  you  to  your  Reft. 

[Ex.  Are.  and  Bel. 

You  mail  be  righted.     Gentlemen,  draw  near  : 
Hafte,  fomeofyou,  and, cunningly  difcover 
If  Megra  be  in  her  Lodging. 

Cle.  Sir, 
She  parted  hence  but  now  with  other  Ladies, 

King.  I  would  fpeak  with  her. 

Dion.  She's  here,  my  Lord, 

Enter 
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Enter  Megra. 

King.  Now,  Lady  of  Honour,  where's  your  Honour 

now? 

No  Man  can  fit  your  Palate,  but  the  Prince. 
Thou  troubled  Sea  of  Sin  -,  thou  Wildernefs, 
Inhabited  by  wild  Affections,  tell  me, 
Had  you  none  to  pull  on  with  your  Courtefies 
But  he  that  muft  be  mine,  and  wrong  my  Daughter  ? 
By  all  the  Gods !  all  thefe,  and  all  the  Court 
Shall  hoot  thee,  and  break  fcurvy  Jefts  upon  thee, 
Make  ribald  Rhimes,  and  fear  thy  Name  on  Walls. 

Meg.  I  dare,  my  Lord,  your  Hootings  and  your 

Clamours. 

Your  private  Whifpers,  and  your  broader  Fleerings, 
Can  no  more  vex  my  Soul,  than  this  bafe  Carriage, 
The  poor  Deftruction  of  a  Lady's  Honour, 
The  publifhing  the  Weaknefs  of  a  Woman. 
But  I  have  Vengeance  yet  in  Store  for  fome, 
Shall,  in  the  utmoft  Scorn  you  can  have  of  me, 
Be  Joy  and  Nourilhment. 

King.  What  means  the  Wanton  ? 
D'ye  glory  in  your  Shame  ? 

Meg.  I  will  have  Fellows, 
Such  Fellows  in'r,  as  mall  make  noble  Mirth. 
The  Princefs,  your  dear  Daughter,  mail  Hand  by  me, 
On  Walls,  and  fung  in  Ballads,  any  thing. 

King.  My  Daughter? 

Meg.  Yes,  your  Daughter,  Arethufa, 
The  Glory  of  your  Sicily,  which  I, 
A  Stranger  to  your  Kingdom,  laugh  to  Scorn. 
I  know  her  Shame,  and  will  difcover  all ; 
Nay,  will  difhonour  her.     I  know  the  Boy 
She  keeps,  a  handfome  Boy,  about  Eighteen  «, 
Know  what  (lie  does  with  him,  and  where,  and  when. 
Come,  Sir,  you  put  me  to  a  Woman's  Madnefs, 
The  Glory  of  a  Fury. 

King.  What  Boy's  this 

She 
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She  raves  about  ? 

Meg,  Alas,  good-minded  Prince  ! 
You  know  not  theie  Things  :  I  will  make  them  plain, 
I  will  not  fall  alone :  What  I  have  known 
Shall  be  as  public  as  a  Print :  All  Tongues 
Shall  fpeak  it,  as  they  do  the  Language  they 
Are  born  in,  as  free  and  commonly :  I'll  fet  it 
Like  a  prodigious  Star,  for  all  to  gaze  at  •, 
And  that  fo  high  and  glowing,  other  Realms, 
Foreign  and  far,  mail  read  it  there ;  and  then 
Behold  the  Fall  of  your  fair  Princefs  too. 

[Exit. 

King.  Has  me  a  Boy  ? 

Cle.  So,  pleafe  your  Grace,  I've  feen 
A  Boy  wait  on  her,  a  fair  Boy. 

King.  Away !  Pd  be  alone :  Go,  get  you  to  your 
Quarters. 

[Exeunt. 

Manet  King. 

You  Gods,  I  fee,  that  who  unrighteoufly 
*  Holds  Wealth  or  State  from  others,  mall  be  curft 
In  that  which  meaner  Men  are  bleft  withal : 
Ages  to  come  (hall  know  no  Male  of  him 
Left  to  inherit,  and  his  Name  mail  be 
Blotted  from  Earth.     If  he  have  any  Child, 
It  mail  be  crofsly  match'd.     The  Gods  themfelves 
Shall  fow  wild  Strife  between  her  Lord  and  her ; 
Or  me  mail  prove  his  Curfe,  who  gave  her  Being. 
Gods !  if  it  be  your  Wills — But  how  can  \ 
Look  to  be  heard  of  Gods,  who  muft  be  juft, 
Praying  upon  the  Ground,  I  hold  by  Wrong  ? 

[Exit. 
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A  C  T     III.      SCENE     I. 


SCENE,    the   Court. 

Enter  Philafter. 

OThat  I  had  a  Sea 
,  Within  my  Breaft,  to  quench  the  Fire  I  feel ! 
More  Circumfbmces  will  but  fan  this  Fire. 
It  more  afflicts  me  now,  to  know  by  whom 
This  Deed  is  done,,  than  fimply  that  'tis  done. 
Woman,  frail  Sex  !  the  Winds  that  are  let  loofe 
From  the  four  feveral  Corners  of  the  Earth, 
And  fpread  themfelves  all  over  Sea  and  Land, 
Kifs  not  a  chafte  one !  Taken  with  her  Boy  ! 
O,  that,  like  Beafts,  we  could  not  grieve  ourfelves 
With  what  we  fee  not !  Bulls  and  Rams  will  fight 
To  keep  their  Females  ftanding  in  their  Sight ; 
But  take  'em  from  them,  and  you  take  at  once 
Their  Spleens  away  ;  and  they  will  fall  again 
Unto  their  Paftures,  growing  frefh  and  fat ; 
And  tafte  the  Water  of  the  Springs  as  fweet 
As  'twas  before,  finding  no  Start  in  Sleep. 
But  miferable  Man— See,  fee,  you  Gods, 

[Seeing  Be  liar  io  at  a  Diftancc. 
He  walks  ftill !  and  the  Face,  you  let  him  wear 
When  he  was  innocent,  is  flill  the  fame, 
Not  blafted.     Is  this  Juflice  ?  Do  you  mean 
To  intrap  Mortality,  that  you  allow 
Treafon  fo  fmooth  a  Brow  ? 


Enter 
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Enter  Bellario. 

I  cannot  now 
Think  he  is  guilty. 

Bel   Health  to  you,  my  Lord  ! 
The  Princefs  dorh  commend  her  Love,  her  Life, 
And  this  unto  you.  [Gives  a  Letter, 

Phi.  Oh  Bellario, 

Now  I  perceive  fhe  loves  me ;  me  does  mew  it 
In  loving  thee,  my  Boy  ;   fh'as  made  thee  brave. 

Bel.  My  Lord,  me  has  attired  me  paft  my  Wifli, 
Pad  my  Defert  •,    more  fit  for  her  Attendant, 
Though  far  unfit  for  me,  who  do  attend. 

Phi.  Thou  art  grown  courtly,  Boy.     O,  let  all  Wo- 
men, [Reads. 
That  love  black  Deeds,  learn  to  difiemble  here  ! 
Here,  by  this  Paper  me  does  write  to  me, 
As  if  her  Heart  were  Mines  of  Adamant 
To  all  the  World  befides ;  but,  unto  me 
A  maiden  Snow  that  melted  with  my  Looks. 
Tell  me,  my  Boy,   how  doth  the  Princefs  ufe  thee  ? 
For  I  mail  guefs  her  Love  to  me  by  that. 

Bel.   Scarce  like  her  Servant,   but  as  if  I  were 
Something  allied  to  her,  or  had  preferv'd 
Her  Life  three  Times  by  my  Fidelity  : 
As  Mothers  fond  do  ufe  their  only  Sons ; 
As  I'd  ufe  one  that's  left  unto  my  Truft, 
For  whom  my  Life  mould  pay,  if  he  met:  Harm  ; 
So  me  does  ufe  me. 

Phi.  Why,  this  is  wondrous  well : 
But  what  kind  Language  does  fhe  feed  thee  with  ? 

Bel.  Why,  me  does  tell  me,  me  will  truft  my  Youth 
With  all  her  loving  Secrets ;  and  does  call  me 
Her  pretty  Servant ;    bids  me  weep  no  more 
For  leaving  you  ;    (he'll  fee  my  Services 
Rewarded  ;   and  fuch  Words  of  that  foft  Strain, 

E  That 
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That  I  am  nearer  weeping  when  me  ends 
Than  'ere  {he  fpake. 

Phi.  This  is  much  better  flill. 

Bel.  Are  you  not  ill,  my  Lord  ? 

Phi.  111!  No,  Bellario. 

Bel.  Methinks  your  Words' 
Fall  not  from  off  your  Tongue  fo  evenly, 
Nor  is  there  in  your  Looks  that  Quietnefs, 
That  I  was  wont  to  fee. 

Phi.  Thou  art  deceiv'd,  Boy  : 
And  fhe  ftroaks  thy  Head  ? 

Bel  Yes. 

Phi.  And  does  clap  thy  Cheeks  ? 

Bel.  She  does,  my  Lord. 

Phi.  And  fhe  does  kifs  thee,  Boy  ?  ha  ! 

Bel.  How,  my  Lord! 

Phi.  She  kiffes  thee  ? 

Bel  Not  fo,  my  Lord. 

Phi.  Come,  come,  I  know  fhe  does. 

Bel.  No,  by  my  Life. 

Phi.  Why,  then,  fhe  does  not  love  me;  come,fhedoes? 
I  bad  her  do  it  -,  I  charg'd  her  by  all  Charms 
Of  Love  between  us,  by  the  Hope  of  Peace 
We  mould  enjoy,  to  yield  thee  all  Delights. 
Tell  me,  gentle  Boy, 

Is  fhe  not  paft  Compare  ?  Is  not  her  Breath 
Sweet  as  Arabian  Winds,  when  Fruits  are  ripe  ? 
Is  fhe  not  all  a  lafting  Mine  of  Joy  ? 

Bel.  Ay,  now  I  fee  why  my  difturbed  Thoughts 
Were  fo  perplext.     When  firft  I  went  to  her, 
My  Heart  held  Augury,  you  are  abus'd  j 
Some  Villain  has  abus'd  you  :  I  do  fee 
Whereto  you  tend :  Fall  Rocks  upon  his  Head, 
That  put  this  to  you  !  'tis  fome  fubtle  Train, 
To  bring  that  noble  Frame  of  yours  to  nought. 

Phi.  Thou  think'ft,  I  will  be  angry  with  thee ;  come, 
Thou  (halt  know  all  my  Drift :  I  hate  her  more 
Than  I  love  Happinefs  ;  and  plac'd  thee  there, 

To 
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To  pry  with  narrow  Eyes  into  her  Deeds. 

Haft  thou  difcover'd  ?  Is  flie  fain  to  Luft, 

As  I  would  wifn  her  ?  Speak  fome  Comfort  to  me. 

Bel.  My  Lord,  you  did  miftake  the  Boy  you  lent : 
Had  (he  a  Sin  that  way,  hid  from  the  World, 
Beyond  the  Name  of  Sin,  I  would  not  aid 
Her  bafe  Defires ;  but  what  I  came  to  know 
As  Servant  to  her,  I  would  not  reveal, 
To  make  my  Life  laft  Ages. 

Phi.  Oh,  my  Heart! 

This  is  a  Salve  worfe  than  the  main  Difeafe. 
Tell  me  thy  Thoughts  -f  for  I  will  know  the  lead 
That  dwells  within  thee,  or  will  rip  thy  Heart 
To  know  it;  I  will  fee  thy  Thoughts  as  plain 
As  I  do  now  thy  Face. 

Bel.  Why,  fo  you  do. 
She  is  (for  ought  I  know)  by  all  the  Gods, 
As  chafte  as  Ice ;  but  were  me  foul  as  Hell, 
And  I  did  know  it  thus,  the  Breath  of  Kings, 
The  Points  of  Swords,  Tortures,  nor  Bulls  of  Brafs, 
Should  draw  it  from  me. 

Phi.  Then  it  is  no  Time 
To  dally  with  thee  •,  I  will  take  thy  Life, 
For  I  do  hate  thee  •,  I  cou'd  curfe  thee  now. 

Bel.  If  you  do  hate,  you  could  not  curfe  me  worfe  ; 
The  Gods  have  not  a  Punimment  in  Store 
Greater  for  me,  than  is  your  Hate. 

Phi.  Fie,  fie  ! 

So  young  and  fo  diffembling !  Tell  me  when 
And  where  thou  didft  poflefs  her,  or  let  Plagues 
Fall  on  me  ftrait,  if  I  deftroy  thee  not ! 

Bel.  Heav'n  knows,  I  never  did  :  And  when  I  lie 
To  fave  my  Life,  may  I  live  long  and  loath'd  ! 
Hew  me  afunder,  and,  whilft  I  can  think, 
I'll  love  thofe  Pieces  you  have  cut  away, 
Better  than  thofe  that  grow  j  and  kifs  thofe  Limbs, 
Becaufe  you  made  them  fo. 

Phi.  Fear'ft  thou  not  Death  ? 
Can  Boys  contemn  that  ? 

E  2  Bel. 
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Eel.  Oh,  what  Boy  is  he 
Can  be  content  to  live  to  be  a  Man, 
That  fees  the  beft  of  Men  thus  paffionate, 
Thus  without  Reafon  ? 

Phi.  Oh,  but  thou  doft  not  know 
What  'tis  to  die. 

Bel.  Yes,  I  do  know,  my  Lord  j 
'Tis  lefs  than  to  be  born  •,  a  lading  Sleep, 
A  quiet  Reiling  from  all  Jealoufy  ; 
A  Thing  we  all  purfue  :  I  know,  befides, 
It  is  but  giving  over  of  a  Game 
That  mud  be  loft. 

Phi.  But  there  are  Pains,  falfe  Boy, 
For  perjur'd  Souls  •,  think  but  on  thefe,  and  then 
Thy  Heart  will  melt,  and  thou  wilt  utter  all. 

Bel.  May  they  fall  all  upon  me  whilft  I  live, 
If  I  be  perjur'd,  or  have  ever  thought 
Of  that  you  change  me  with!  If  I  be  falfe, 
Send  me  to  fuffer  in  thofe  Punifhments 
You  fpeak  of;  kill  me. 

Phi.  Oh,  what  Ihou'd  I  do  ? 
Why,  who  can  but  believe  him  ?  He  does  fwear 
So  earneftly,  that  if  it  were  not  true, 
The  Gods  would  not  endure  him.     Rife,  Bellario  \ 
Thy  Proteflations  are  fo  deep,  and  thou 
Doft  look  fo  truly,  when  thou  uttereft  them, 
That  though  I  know  'em  falfe,  as  were  my  Hopes, 
I  cannot  urge  thee  further:  But  thou  wert 
To  blame  to  injure  me,  for  I  muft  love 
Thy  honeft  Looks,  and  take  no  Vengeance  on 
Thy  tender  Youth  :  A  Love  from  me  to  thee 
Is  firm  whate'er  thou  doft:  It  troubles  me, 
That  I  have  call'd  the  Blood  out  of  thy  Cheeks, 
That  did  fo  well  become  them.     But,  good  Boy, 
Let  me  not  fee  thee  more :  Something  is  done, 
That  will  diftract  me,  that  will  make  me  mad, 
If  I  behold  thee  ;  if  thou  tender'ft  me, 
Let  me  not  fee  thee. 

5  ** 


PHI'L  ASTER.  29 

Bel.  I  will  fly  as  far 

As  there  is  Morning,  'ere  I  give  Diftafte 
To  that  mod  honour'd  Mind.  But  through  thefe Tears, 
Shed  at  my  hopelefs  Parting,  I  can  fee 
A  World  of  Treafon  praclis'd  upon  you, 
And  Her,  and  Me.     Farewell,  for  evermore  ! 
If  you  mall  hear,  that  Sorrow  (truck  me  dead, 
And  after  find  me  loyal,  let  there  be 
A  Tear  fhed  from  you  in  my  Memory, 
And  I  mall  reft  at  Peace.  [Exit  Bel 

Phi.  Bleffing  be  with  thee, 
Whatever  thou  deferv'ft !  Oh,  where  mall  I 
Go  bathe  this  Body  ?  Nature,  too  unkind, 
That  made  no  Medicine  for  a  troubled  Mind ! 

[Exit  Philafter, 

Scene,  ArethufaV  Apartment. 

Enter  Arethufa. 

Are,  I  marvel,  my  Boy  comes  not  back  again. 
But  that  I  know  my  Love  will  queftion  him 
Over  and  over  ;  how  I  flept,  wak'd,  talk'd  ! 
How  I  remembered  him,  when  his  dear  Name 
Was  laft  fpoke  !  and  how,  when  I  figh'd,  wept,  fung, 
And  ten  thoufand  fuch !  I  mould  be  angry  at  his  Stay. 

Enter  King. 

King.  What,    at  your  Meditations !  Who  attends 
you  ? 

Are.  None  but  my  firgle  Self ;  I  need  no  Guard  j 
I  do  no  Wrong,  nor  fear  none. 

King.  Tell  me,  have  you  not  a  Boy  ? 

Are.  Yes,  Sir. 

King.  What  Kind  of  Boy  ? 

Are.  A  Page,  a  Waiting-Boy. 

King.  A  handfbme  Boy  ? 

Are.  I  think  he  be  not  ugly  ; 
Well  qualified,  and  dutiful,  I  know  him  i 
I  took  him  not  for  Beauty. 

King, 
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King.  He  fpeaks,  and  fings,  and  plays  ? 

Art.  Yes,  Sir. 

King.  About  Eighteen  ? 

Are.  I  never  afk'd  his  Age. 

King.  Is  he  full  of  Service  ? 

Are.  By  your  Pardon,  why  do  you  alk  ? 

King.  Put  him  away. 

Are.  Sir! 

King.    Put  him  away ;    *has   done  you  that  good 

Service 
Shames  me  to  fpeak  of. 

Are.  Good  Sir,  let  me  underftand  you. 

King.  If  you  fear  me, 
Shew  it  in  Duty ;  put  away  that  Boy. 

Are.  Let  me  have  Reafon  for  it,  Sir,  and  then 
Your  Will  is  my  Command, 

King.  Do  you  not  blufh  to  afk  it  ?  Caft  him  on\ 
Or  I  mall  do  the  fame  to  you.     You're  one 
Shame  with  me,  and  fo  near  unto  myfelf, 
That,  by  my  Life,  I  dare  not  tell  myfelf 
What  you  have  done. 

Are.  What  have  I  done,  my  Lord  ? 

King.  Underftand  me  well ; 
There  be  foul  Whifpers  ftirring ;  caft  him  off, 
And  fuddenly  do  it.     Farewell. 

[Exit  King, 

Are.  Where  may  a  Maiden  live  fecurely  free, 
Keeping  her  Honour  fafe  ?  Not  with  the  Living  : 
They  feed  upon  Opinions,  Errors,  Dreams, 
And  make  'em  Truths :  They  draw  aNourimment 
Out  of  Defamings,  grow  upon  Difgraces, 
And  when  they  fee  a  Virtue  fortified 
Strongly  above  the  Battery  of  their  Tongues, 
Oh,  how  they  caft  to  fink  it ;  and  defeated 
(Soql-fick  with  Poifon)  ftrike  the  Monuments 
Where  noble  Names  lie  fleeping  ! 

Enter 
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Enter  Philafter. 

Pbi.  Peace  to  your  faireft  Thoughts,    my  dearefb 
Miftrefs ! 

Are.  Oh,  my  dear  Servant,  I  have  a  War  within  me. 

Phi.  He  muft  be  more  than  Man,  that  makes  thefe 

Cryftals 

Run  into  Rivers.     Sweeteft  Fair,  the  Caufe ; 
And  as  I  am  your  Slave,  tied  to  your  Goodnefs, 
Your  Creature  made  again  from  what  I  was, 
And  newly  fpirited,  I'll  right  your  Honours. 

Are.  Oh,  my  bed  Love ;  that  Boy  ! 

Phi.  What  Boy  ? 

Are.  The  pretty  Boy  you  gave  me 

Phi.  What  of  him  ? 

Are.  Muft  be  no  more  mine. 

Phi.  Why? 

Are.  They  are  jealous  of  him. 

Phi.  Jealous !  who  ? 

Are.   The  King. 

Phi.  Oh,  my  Fortune  ! 
Then  'tis  no  idle  Jealoufy,     Let  him  go. 

Are.   Oh  cruel, 

Are  you  hard-hearted  too  ?  Who  {hall  now  tell  you, 
How  much  I  lov'd  you  ?  Who  mall  fwear  it  to  you, 
And  weep  the  Tears  I  fend  ?  Wrho  (hall  now  bring  you 
Letters,  Rings,  Bracelets,  lofe  his  Health  in  Service  ? 
Wake  tedious  Nights  in  Stories  of  yourPraife  ? 
Who  now  mail  fing  your  crying  Elegies, 
And  ftrike  a  fad  Soul  into  fenfelefs  Pictures, 
And  make  them  mourn  ?  Who  mail  take  up  his  Lute, 
And  touch  it,  till  he  crown  a  filent  Sleep 
Upon  my  Eyelid,  making  me  dream  and  cry, 
Oh  my  dear,  dear  Philafter. 

Phi.  Oh,  my  Heart! 

Would  he  had  broken  thee,  that  made  thee  know 
This  Lady  was  not  loyal !     Miftrefs,  forget 

The 
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The  Boy,  I'll  get  thee  a  far  better  one. 

Are,  Oh  never,  never,  fuch  a  Boy  again, 
As  my  Beltane. 

PH.  'Tis  but  your  fond  Affection. 

Are.  With  thee,  my  Boy,  farewell  for  ever 
All  Secrecy  in  Servants :  Farewell  Faith, 
And  all  Defire  to  do  well  for  itfelf : 
Let  all  that  {hall  fucceed  thee,  for  thy  Wrongs, 
Sell  and  betray  chafte  Love  ! 

Phi.  And  all  this  Paffion  for  a  Boy  ? 

Are   He  was  your  Boy ;  you  gave  him  to  me,  and 
The  Lofs  of  fuch  muft  have  a  Mourning  for. 

Phi.  O  thou  forgetful  Woman  ! 

Are.  How,  my  Lord  ? 

Phi.  Falfe  Arethufa ! 

Haft  thou  a  Medicine  to  reftore  my  Wits, 
When  I  have  loft  'em  ?  If  not,  leave  to  talk, 
And  to  do  thus. 

Are.  Do  what,  Sir  ?  Would  you  deep  ? 

Phi.  For  ever,  Arethufa.     Oh,  you  Gods  ! 
Give  me  a  worthy  Patience  :  Have  I  flood 
Naked,  alone,  the  Shock  of  many  Fortunes  ? 
Have  I  feen  Mifchiefs  numberlefs,  and  mighty, 
Grow  like  a  Sea  upon  me  ?  Have  I  taken 
Danger  as  (tern  as  Death  into  my  Bofom, 
And  langh'd  upon  it,  made  it  but  a  Mirth, 
And  flung  it  by  ?  Do  I  live  now  like  him, 
Under  this  Tyrant  King,  thatlanguilhing 
Hears  his  fad  Bell,  and  fees  his  Mourners  ?  Do  I 
Bear  all  this  bravely,  and  muft  fink  at  length 
Under  a  Woman's  Falfehood  ?  Oh,  that  Boy, 
That  curfed  Boy  !  None  but  a  villain  Boy, 
To  eafe  your  Luft. 

Are.  Nay,  then  I  am  betray'd ; 
I  feel  the  Plot  caft  for  my  Overthrow  ; 
Oh,  I  am  wretched  ! 

Phi.  Now  you  may  take  that  little  Right  I  have 

To 
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To  this  poor  Kingdom  :  Give  it  to  your  Boy  ! 

For  I  have  no  Joy  in  it.     Some  far  Place 

Where  never  Womankind  durft  fet  her  Foot, 

For  burfting  with  her  Poifons,  mud  I  feek, 

And  live  to  curfe  you  : 

There  dig  a  Cave,  and  preach  to  Birds  and  Beafts, 

What  Woman  is,  and  help  to  fave  them  from  you. 

How  Heav'n  is  in  your  Eyes,  but  in  your  Hearts 

More  Hell  than  Hell  has ;   how  your  Tongues,    like 

Scorpions, 

Both  heal  and  poiibn  :    how  your  Thoughts  are  woven 
With  thoufand  Changes  in  one  fubtle  Web, 
And  worn  fo  by  you.     How  that  foolifh  Man, 
That  reads  the  Story  of  a  Woman's  Face, 
And  dies  believing  it,  is  loft  for  ever. 
How  all  the  Good  you  have,  is  but  a  Shadow, 
I'th*  Morning  v/ith  you,  and  at  Night  behind  yon, 
Paft  and  forgotten.     How  your  Vows  are  Froft, 
Fall  for  a  Night,  and  with  the  next  Sun  gone. 
How  you  are,  being  taken  all  together, 
A  mere  Confufion,  and  fo  dead  a  Chaos, 
That  Love  cannot  diftinguifh.     Thefe  fad  Texts, 
Till  my  laft  Hour,  I  am  bound  to  utter  of  you. 
So  farewell  all  my  Woe,  all  my  Delight ! 

[Exit. 

Are.  Be  merciful,  ye  Gods,  and  ftrike  me  dead. 
What.  Way  have  I  deierv'd  this  ?  Make  my  Breaft 
Tranfparent  as  pure  Cryftal,  that  the  World, 
Jealous  of  me,  may  fee  the  foulefl  Thought 
My  Heart  holds.   Where  mail  a  Woman  turn  her  Eyes, 
To  find  out  Conftancy  ?  Save  me,  how  black, 

Enter  Bellario. 

And  guiltily,  methinks,  that  Boy  looks  now ! 
Oh.thou  Difiembler,  that, -before  thou  fpak'ft, 

F  Wert 
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Wert  in  thy  Cradle  falfe  !  Sent  to  make  Lyes, 

And  betray  Innocents  •,  thy  Lord  and  thou 

May  glory  in  the  Afhes  of  a  Maid 

Fool'd  by  her  Paffion  ;  but  the  Conqueft  is 

Nothing  fo  great  as  wicked.     Fly  away, 

Let  my  Command  force  thee  to  that,  which  Shame 

Should  do  without  it.     If  thou  underftoodft 

The  loathed  Office  thou  haft  undergone, 

Why,  thou  wouldft  hide  thee  under  Heaps  of  Hills, 

Left  Men  fhould  dig  and  find  thee. 

Bel.  Oh  what  God, 

Angry  with  Men,  hath  fent  this  ftrange  Difeafe 
Into  the  nobleft  Minds  ?  Madam,  this  Grief 
You  add  unto  me  is  no  more  than  Drops 
To  Seas,  for  which  they  are  not  feen  to  fwell  •, 
My  Lord  hath  ftruck  his  Anger  through  my  Heart, 
And  let  out  all  the  Hope  of  future  Joys  : 
You  need  not  bid  me  fly ;  I  come  to  part, 
To  take  my  lateft  Leave. 
I  durft  not  run  away  in  Honefty, 
From  fuch  a  Lady,  like  a  Boy  that  ftole, 
Or  made  fome  grievous  Fault.    Farewell !  The  Gods 
Afllft  you  in  your  SufFrings !  Hafty  Time 
Reveal  the  Truth  to  your  abufed  Lord, 
And  mine  ;  that  he  may  know  your  Worth  !  Whilft  I 
Go  feek  out  fome  forgotten  Place  to  die. 

[Exit. 
Are.  Peace  guide  thee !    thou  haft  overthrown  me 

once, 

Yet,  if  I  had  another  Heaven  to  lofe, 
Thou,  or  another  Villain,  with  thy  Looks, 
Might  talk  me  out  of  it. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

I.ady.  Madam,  the  King  would  hunt,  and  calls  for  yoy 
With  Earneftnefs. 

Are* 
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Are.  I  am  in  Tune  to  hunt ! 
Diana,  if  thou  canft  rage  with  a  Maid, 
As  with  a  Man,  let  me  difcover  thee 
Bathing,  and  turn  me  to  a  fearful  Hind, 
That  I  may  die  purfu'd  by  cruel  Hounds, 
And  have  my  Story  written  in  my  Wounds. 

[Exwnf. 
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ACT    IV.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE,    a  Wood. 

Enter  Philaft-r. 

OH,  that  I  had  been  nourifh'd  in  thefe  Woods 
With  Milk  of  Goats,  and  Acorns,  and  not  known 
The  Right  of  Crowns,  nor  the  difTembling  Trains 
Of  Womens  Looks;  but  dig'd  myfelf  a  Cave, 
Where  I,  my  Fire,  ray  Cattle,  and  my  Bed, 
Might  have  been  (hut  together  in  one  Shed ; 
And  then  had  taken  me  fome  Mountain  Girl, 
Beaten  with  Winds,  chafte  as  the  hardened  Rocks 
Whereon  fhe  dwells ;  that  might  have  ftrew'd  my  Bed 
With  Leaves,  and  Reeds,  and  with  the  Skins  of  Beafts 
Our  Neighbours  •,  and  have  borne  at  her  big  Breafts 
My  large  coarfe  Ifluc !  This  had  been  a  Lifej 
Free  from  Vexation. 

Enter  Bellario. 

Bel.  Oh,  wicked  Men ! 
An  Innocent  may  walk  fafe  among  Beafts : 
Nothing  afiaults  me  here.     See,  my  griev'd  Lo'rd 
Looks  as  his  Soul  were  fearching  out  the  Way 
To  leave  his  Body.     Pardon  me,  that  muft 
Break  thro'  thy  laft  Command ;  for  I  muft  fpeak  : 
You,  that  are  griev'd,  can  pity ;  hear,  my  Lord. 

Phi.  Is  there  a  Creature  yet  fo  miierable, 
That  I  can  pity  ? 

Bel'.  Oh,  my  noble  Lord> 

4  View 
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View  my  ftrange  Fortune,  and  beftow  on  me, 
According  to  your  Bounty  (if  my  Service 
Can  merit  nothing)  fo  much  as  may  ferve 
To  keep  that  little  Piece  I  hold  of  Life 
From  Cold  and  Hunger. 

Phi.  Is  it  thou  ?    Be  gone : 

Go,  fell  thofe  mifbefeeming  Cloaths  thou  wear'il, 
And  feed  thyfelf  with  them. 

Bel.  Alas !  my  Lord,  I  can  get  nothing  for  them : 
The  filly  Country  People  think,  'tis  Treafon 
To  touch  fuch  gay  Things. 

Phi.  Now,  by  my  Life,  this  is 
Unkindly  done,  to  vex  me  with  thy  Sight ; 
Thou  'rt  fain  again  to  thy  diffembling  Trade : 
How  fhouldft  thou  think  to  cozen  rne  again  ? 
Remains  there  yet  a  Plague  untry'd  for  me  ? 
Ev'n  fothouwept'ft,and  look'd'ft,  and  fpok'ft,  when  firfl 
I  took  thee  up  :  Curfe  on  the  Time  !     If  thy 
Commanding  Tears  can  work  on  any  other, 
Ufe  thy  old  Art,  I'll  not  betray  it.     Which 
Way  wilt  thou  take  ?  that  I  may  mun  thee ;  for 
Thine  Eyes  are  Poifon  unto  mine  ;  and  I 
Am  loth  to  grow  in  Rage.    This  Way,  or  that  Way  ? 

Bel.  Any  will  ferve.     But  I  will  chule  to  have 
That  Path  in  Chafe  that  leads  unto  my  Grave. 

[Exeunt  federally. 

Enter  Dion  and  the  Woodmen. 

Dion.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  fudden  Chance  !     You, 
Woodman  !  — 

1  Wood.  My  Lord  Dion. — 

Dion.  Saw  you  a  Lady  come  this  Way  on  a  fable 
Horfe  ftudded  with  Stars  of  White  ? 

2  Wood.  Was  me  not  young  and  tall  ? 

Dion.  Yes :  Rode  me  to  the  Wood,  or  to  the  Plain  ? 
2  Wood.  Faith,  my  Lord,  we  faw  none. 

[Exeunt  Wood. 
Enter 
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Dion.  Pox  of  your  Queftions  then ! 

Enter  Cleremont. 

What,  is  me  found  ? 

Cle.  Nor  will  be,  I  think.  There's  already  a  thou- 
fand  fatherlefs  Tales  amongft  us  •,  fome  fay,  her  Horfe 
run  away  with  her;  fome,  a  Wolf  purfued  her ;  others, 
it  was  a  Plot  to  kill  her-,  and  that  armed  Men  were 
feen  in  the  Wood :  But,  queftionlefs,  fhe  rode  away 
willingly. 

Enter  King,  and  Thrafiline. 

King.  Where  is  fhe  ? 

Cle.  Sir,  I  cannot  tell. 

King.  How  is  that? 
Sir,  fpeak  you  where  fhe  is. 

Dion.  Sir,  I  do  not  know. 

King.  You  have  betray'd  me,  you  have  let  me  lofe 
The  Jewel  of  my  Life  :  Go,  bring  her  me, 
And  fet  her  here  before  me  ;  'tis  the  King 
Will  have  it  fo.     Alas  !  what  are  we  Kings  ? 
Why  do  you,  Gods,  place  us  above  the  reftj 
To  be  ferv'd,  flatter'd,  and  ador'd,  till  we 
Believe,  we  hold  within  our  Hands  your  Thunder  j 
And  when  we  come  to  try  the  Pow'r  we  have, 
There's  not  a  Leaf  makes  at  our  Threatenings. 
I  have  finn'd,  'us  true,  and  here  Hand  to  be  punim'd> 
Yet  would  not  thus  be  punifh'd. 

Enter  Pharamond,  Galatea,  a 

King.  What,  is  fhe  found  ? 
Pha.  No,  we  have  ta'en  her  Horfe. 
I£e  gallop'd  empty  by  j  There  is  fome  Trcafon  : 

You 
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You,  Galatea,  rode  with  her  into  the  Wood  ;  Why  left 
you  her  ? 

Gal.  She  did  command  me. 

King.  You're  all  cunning  to  obey  us  for  our  Hurt  •, 
But  I  will  have  her. 

Kun  all,   difperfe  yourfelves  :  The  Man  that  finds  her, 
Or  (if  flie  be  kill'd)  the  Traitor;  I'll  make  him  great. 

Pha.  Come,  let  us  feek. 

King.  Each  Man  a  feveral  Way  ;  here  I  myfelf. 

[Exeunt. 

Another  Part  of  the  Wood. 
Enter  Arcthufa. 

Are.  Where  am  I  now  ?  Feet,  find  me  out  a  Way, 
Without  the  Connfel  of  my  troubled  Head ; 
I'll  follow  you  boldly  about  thefe  Woods, 
O'er  Mountains,  thorough  Brambles,  Pits,  and  Floods: 
Heaven,  I  hope,  will  eaie  me.     I  am  fick. 

Enter  Bellario. 

Eel.  Yonder's  my  Lady ;    Heav'n  knows,    I  want 

nothing, 

Becaufe  I  do  not  wifh  to  live  •,  yet  I 
Will  try  her  Chanty.     O  hear,  you  that  have  Plenty, 
And   from   that  flowing    Store,    drop  fome  on    dry 

Ground :  See, 

The  lively  Red  is  gone  to  guard  her  Heart ;  (Jhe  faints) 
I  fear,  fhe  faints.  Madam,  look  up  ;  (he  breathes  not ; 
Open  once  more  thofe  roly  Twins,  and  fend 
Unto  my  Lord,  your  lateft  Farewell ;  Oh,  me  ftirs  ; 
How  is  it,  Madam  ? 

Are.  'Tis  not  gently  done, 
To  put  me  in  a  miferable  Life, 
And  hold,  me  there  \  I  pray  thee,  let  me  go, 
I  mail  do  bcft  whhout-tbee  ;  I  am  well. 

Enter 
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Enter  Philader. 

Phi.  I  am  to  blame  to  be  fo  much  in  Rage: 
I'll  tell  her  cooly,  when,  and  where  I  heard 
This  killing  Truth.     I  will  be  temperate 
In  fpeaking,  and  as  juft  in  hearing  it. 
Oh  mondrous !  (feeing  tbe-n)  Tempt  me  not,  ye  Gods! 

good  Gods, 

Tempt  not  a  frail  Man  !    what's  he,  that  has  a  Heart, 
But  he  muft  eafe  it  here  ? 

Bel.  My  Lord,  help  the  Princefs. 

Are.  I  am  well,  forbear. 

Phi,  Let  me  love  Lightening,  let  me  embrac'd 
And  kifs'd  by  Scorpions,  or  adore  the  Eyes 
Of  Bafililks,  rather  than  trud  the  Tongues 
Of  Hell-bred  Women  !  Some  good  Gods  look  down, 
And  fhrink  thefe  Veins  up  !  Hick  me  here  a  Stone, 
Lading  to  Ages  in  the  Memory 
Of  this  damn'd  Act !  Hear  me,  you  wicked  Ones ! 
You  have  put  Hills  of  Fire  into  this  Bread, 
Not  to  be  quench'd  with  Tears ;  for  which  may  Guilt 
Sit  on  your  Bofoms !  at  your  Meals,  and  Beds, 
Defpair  await  you  !  What,  before  my  Face  ? 
Poifon  of  Afps  between  your  Lips  !  Difeafes 
Be  your  bed  IfTues !  Nature  make  a  Curfe, 
And  throw  it  on  you  ! 

Are.  Dear  Pbilafter^  leave 
To  be  enrag'd,  and  hear  me. 

Phi.  I  have  done ; 

Forgive  my  Pafiion.     Not  the  calmed  Sea, 
When  Molus  locks  up  his  windy  Brood, 
Is  lefs  didurb'd  than  I.     I'll  make  you  know  it. 
Dear  Arethufa,  do  but  take  this  Sword, 
And  fearch  how  temperate  a  Heart  I  have  ; 
Then  you,  and  this  your  Boy,  may  live  and  reign 
In  Lud,  without  Controul.     Wilt  thou,  Bellario  ? 
I  prithee,  kill  me  -,  thou  art  poor,  and  may'd 
Nourifh  ambitious  Thoughts,  when  I  am  dead  : 
This  Way  were  freer.  Are. 
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Are.  Kill  you ! 

Eel  Not  for  a  World. 

Phi.  I  blame  not  thee, 

Bellario  ;  thou  haft  done  but  that  which  Gods 
Would  have  transform'd  themfelves  to  do !  be  gone* 
Leave  me  without  Reply  ;  this  is  the  laft 
Of  all  our  Meeting.     Kill  me  with  this  Sword ! 
Be  wife,  or  worfe  will  follow  •,  we  are  Two 
Earth  cannot  bear  at  once.     Refolve  to  do,  or  fuffef* 

Are.  If  my  Fortunes  be  fo  good  to  let  me  fall 
Upon  thy  Hand,  I  mail  have  Peace  in  Death. 
Yet  tell  me  this,  will  there  be  no  Slanders, 
No  Jealoufies  in  the  other  World,  no  111  there  ? 

Phi.  No. 

Are.  Shew  me  then  the  Way* 

Phi.  Then  guide 

My  feeble  Hand,  you  that  have  Pow'r  to  do  it ! 
For  I  muft  perform  a  Piece  of  Juftice.    If  your  Youth 
Have  any  Way  offended  Heav'n,  let  Pray'rs 
Short  and  effectual  reconcile  you  to  it. 

Enter  a  Country  Fellow. 

Conn.  I'll  fee  the  King  if  he  be  in  the  Foreft ;  \  have 
hunted  him  thefe  two  Hours  j  if  I  mould  come  home 
and  not  fee  him  *  my  Sifters  would  laugh  at  me. 
There's  a  Courtier  with  his  Sword  drawn,  by  this 
Hand,  upon  a  Woman,  I  think* 

Are.  I  am  prepar'd. 

Phi.  Are  you  at  Peace  ? 

Are.  With  Heav'ns  and  Eartn. 

Phi.  May  they  divide  thy  Soul  and  Body  ! 

Com.  Hold,  Daftard  !  offer  to  ftrike  a  Woman ! 

(preventing  him.) 

Phi.  Leave  us,  good  Friend. 

Are.  What  ill-bred  Man  art  thou,  to  intrude  thyfdf 
Upon  our  private  Sports,  our  Recreations  ? 

Conn.  I  underftand  you  not;  but  I  know  the  Knave 
iivou'd  have  hurt  you. 

G  Pki. 
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Phi.  Purfue  thy  own  Affairs ;  it  will  be  ill 
To  multiply  Blood  upon  my  Head,  which  thou  wilt 
force  me  to. 

Coun.  I  know  not  your  Rhetorick ;  but  I  can  lay  it 
on,  if  you  offer  to  touch  the  Woman. 

Phi.  Slave,  take  what  thou  deferv'ft.      [They  fight. 

Are.  Heav'ns  guard  my  Lord  ! 

Bel.  Unmanner'd  Boor  ! — my  Lord  !  — 

[ft&frpo/trtg,  is  wounded- 

Phi.  I  hear  the  Tread  of  People :  I  am  hurt. 
The  Gods  take  Part  againft  me,  cou'd  this  Boor 
Have  held  me  thus  die  ?  I  muft  fhift  for  Life, 
Though  I  do  loath  it. 

[Ex.  Phil,  and  Bel. 

C^un.  I  cannot  follow  the  Rogue. 

Enter  Pharamond,  Dion,  Cleremont,  Thrafiline, 
and  Woodmen. 

Pha.  What  art  thou  ? 

Coun.  Almoft  kill'd  I  am  for  a  foolilh  Woman  ;  a 
Knave  would  have  hurt  her. 

Pha.  The  Princeis,  Gentlemen  ! 

Dion.  'Tis  above  Wonder !  Who.  mould  dare  do  this  ? 

Pha.  Speak,   Villain,    who  would  have   hurt   the 
Princefs  ? 

Coun.  Is  it  the  Princefs  ? 

Dion.  Ay. 

Coun.  Then  I  have  feen  Something  yet. 

Pha.  But  who  would  have  hurt  her  ? 

Coun'.'I  told  you,  a  Rogue  ;  I  ne'er  faw  him  before,  I. 

Pha.  Madam,  who  was  it  ? 

Are.  Some  difhoneft  Wretch  ; 
Alas  !  I  know  him  not,  and  do  forgive  him. 

Coun.  He's  hurt  himfelf,  and  foundly  too,  he  canr 
not  go  far  j  I  made  my  Father's  old  Fox  fly  about  his 
Ears. 

Pha 
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Pba.  How  will  you  have  me  kill  him  ? 

Are.   Not  at  all, 
'Tis  fome  diffracted  Fellow. 
If  you  do  take  him,  bring  him  quick  to  me, 
And  I  will  ftudy  for  a  Pummment, 
Great  as  his  Fault. 

Pba.  I  will. 

Are.  Butfwear. 

Pba.  By  all  my  Love,  I  will : 
Woodmen,  conduct  the  Princefs  to  the  King, 
And  bear  that  wounded  Fellow  unto  Dreffing  : 
Come,  Gentlemen,  we'll  follow  the  Chafe  clofe. 

[Ex.  Are.  Pha.  Dion.  Cle.  Thra.  and  i  Woodman. 

Coun.  I  pray  you,  Friend,  let  me  fee  the  King. 

i  Wood.  That  you  mall,  and  receive  Thanks. 

Conn.  If  I  get  clear  of  this,  I'll  go  fee  no  more  gay 
Sights.  [Exeunt. 

Scene,    another  Part  of  the    Wood. 
Enter  Bellario,  with  a  Scarf. 

Bel.  Yes,  I  am  hurt;  and  would  to  Heav'n  it  were 
A  Death's  Wound  to  me  !  I  am  faint  and  weak 
With  Lofs  of  Blood  :   My  Spirits  ebb  a-pace : 
A  Heavinefs  near  Death  fits  on  my  Brow, 
And  I  muft  fleep  :  Bear  me,  thou  gentle  Bank, 
For  ever,  if  thou  wilt,  you  fweet  Ones  all, 
Let  me  unworthy  prefs  you  :  I  cou'd  wiih, 
I  rather  were  a  Corfe  flrew'd  over  with  you, 
Than  quick  above  you.    Dulnefs  fhuts  mine  Eyes, 
And  I  am  giddy.     Oh !  that  I  could  take 
So  found  a  Sleep,  that  I  might  never  wake. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Phi.  I  have  done  ill ;  my  Confcience  calls  me  falfe. 
What  ftrike  at  her,  that  would  not  ftrike  at  me  ! 
When  I  did  fight,  methought,  I  heard  her  pray 
The  Gods  to  guard  me.     She  may  be  abus'd, 
And  I  a  loath'd  Villain  :  If  me  be, 

G  2  She'll 
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She'll  not  difcover  me;  the  Slave  has  Wounds, 

And  cannot  follow,  neither  knows  he  me. 

Who's  this  ?  Eellario  deeping !  If  thou  beeft 

Guilty,  there  is  no  Juftice  that  thy  Sleep 

Should  be  fo  found  ;  and  mine,  whom  thou  haft  wrong'd, 

So  broken. 

Eel.  Who  is  there  ?  My  Lord  Philafter ! 

[A  Cry  within, 

Hark  '.  You  are  purfu'd,  fly,  fly  my  Lord  !  and  fave 
Yourfelf. 

Phi.  How's  this !  wonld'ft  Thou  I  mould  be  fafe  ? 

Bel.  Elfe  were  it  vain  for  me  to  live  •,  oh  feize, 
My  Lord,  this  offer'd  Means  of  your  Efeape  ! 
The  Princefs,  I  am  fure,  will  ne'er  reveal  you  ; 
They  have  no  Mark  to  know  you,   but  your  Wounds  j 
I,  coming  in  betwixt  the  Boor  and  you, 
Was  wounded  too.    To  flay  the  Lofs  of  Blood 
I  did  bind  on  this  Scarf,  which  thus 
I  tear  away.     Fly  !  and  'twill  be  believed  ' 
'Twas  I  affail'd  the  Princefs. 

Phi.  Q  Heavens ! 
What  haft  thou  done  ?  Art  thou  then  true  to  me  ? 

Bel.  Or  let  me  perim  loath?d  !    Come,    my  good 

Lord, 

Creep  in  amongft  thofe  Bumes :  Who  does  know, 
But  that  the  Gods  may  fave  your  much-lov'd  Breath  ? 

Phi.  Oh,  I  (hall  die  for  Grief!  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Bel.  Shift  for  myfelf  well :  Peace,  I  hear  'em  come  ! 

Within.   Follow,    follow,   follow  -,    that  Way  they 
went. 

Bel.  With  my  own  Wounds  I'll  bloody  my   own 

Sword  ! 

I  need  not  counterfeit  to  fall ;  Heav'n  knows 
That  I  can  Hand  no  longer. 

Enter  Pharamond,  Dion,   Cler-emont,  Thrafiline,  &c. 

fha.  To  this  Place  we  have  track'd  him  by  his 
'  Blood. 
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Cle.  Yonder,  my  Lord,  creeps  one  away. 

Dion.  Stay,  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 

Bel.  A  wretched  Creature  wounded  in  thefe  Woods 
By  Beads !  relieve  me,  if  your  Names  be  Men, 
Or  I  mall  perifli ! 

Dion.  This  is  he,  my  Lord, 
Upon  my  Soul,  afTail'd  her ;  'tis  the  Boy, 
That  wicked  Boy,  that  ferv'd  her. 

Pha.  O  thou  damn'd 

In  thy  Creation  !  What  Caufe  could'fl  thou  fhapc 
To  hurt  the  Princefs  ? 

Bel,  Then  I  am  betray'd. 

Dion.  Betray'd  !  no,  apprehended, 

Bel.  I  confefs, 

Urge  it  no  more,  that,  big  with  evil  Thoughts, 
I  fet  upon  her,  and  did  make  my  Aim 
Her  Death.     For  Charity,  let  fall  at  once 
The  Punilhment  you  mean,  and  do  not  load 
This  weary  Flefh  with  Tortures ! 

Pha.  I  will  know 
Who  hir'd  thee  to  this  Deed. 

BeL  My  own  Revenge. 

Pha.  Revenge,  for  what  ? 

BeL  It  pleas'd  her  to  receive 
Me  as  her  Page,  and,  when  my  Fortunes  ebb'd, 
That  Men  ftrid  o'er  them  carelefs,  me  did  mower 
Her  welcome  Graces  on  me,  and  did  fwell 
My  Fortunes,  till  they  overflow'd  their  Banks, 
Threatning  the  Men  that  croil  'em  -,  when,  as  fwift 
As  Storms  arife  at  Sea,  flie  turn'd  her  Eyes 
To  burning  Suns  upon  me,  and  did  dry 
The  Streams  fhe  had  beftow'd  ;  leaving  me  worfe, 
And  more  contemn'd  than  other  little  Brooks, 
Becaufe  I  had  been  great :  In  fhort,  I  knew 
I  could  not  live,  and  therefore  did  defire 
TO  die  reveng'd. 

Pha.  If  Tortures  can  be  found, 

Long 
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Long  as  thy  natural  Life,  prepare  to  feel 
The  utmoft  Rigour. 
'Cle.  Help  to  lead  him  hence. 

Philafter  comes  forth. 

Phi.  Turn  back,  you  Ravifhers  of  Innocence ! 
Know  ye  the  Price  of  that  you  bear  away 
So  rudely  ? 

Pha.  Who's  that  ? 

Dion.  'Tis  the  Lord  Philajler. 

Phi.  'Tis  not  the  Treafure  of  all  Kings  in  one, 
The  Wealth  of  Fagus,   nor  the  Rocks  of  Pearl 
That  pave  the  Court  of  Neptune,  can  weigh  down 
That  Virtue.     It  was  I  aflail'd  the  Princefs. 
Place  me,  fome  God,  upon  a  Piramis, 
Higher  than  Hills  of  Earth,  and  lend  a  Voice 
Loud  as  your  Thunder  to  me,  that  from  thence 
I  may  difcourfe  to  all  the  Under-world 
The  Worth  that  dwells  in  him ! 

Pha.  How's  this  ? 

Bel.  My  Lord,  fome  Man 
Weary  of  Life,  that  would  be  glad  to  die. 

Phi.  Leave  thefe  untimely  Courtefies,  Bellario. 

Bel.  Alas  !  he's  mad ;    come,  will  you  lead  me  on  ? 

Phi.  By  all  the  Oaths  that  Men  ought  moft  to  keep, 
And  Gods  do  punifh  moft,  when  Men  do  break, 
He  touch'd  her  not.     Take  Heed,  Bellario^ 
How  thou  doft  drown  the  Virtues,  thou  haft  mown, 
With  Perjury.     By  all  that's  good,  'twas  I : 
You  know,  fhe  flood  betwixt  me  and  my  Right. 

Pha.  Thy  own  Tongue  be  thy  Judge. 

Cle.  It  \92isPbiIafter. 

Dion.  Is't  not  a  brave  Boy  ? 
Well,  Sirs,  I  fear  me,  we  are  all  deceiv'd. 

Phi.  Have  I  no  Friend  here  ? 

Dion.  Yes. 

Phi.  Then  fhew  it  -,  fome 
Good  Body  lend  a  Hand  to  draw  us  nearer. 
Would  you  have  Tears  fhed  for  you  when  you  die  ? 
Then  lay  me  gently  on  his  Neck,  that  there 

I  may 
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I  may  weep  Floods,    {they  lead  him  to  Bellario]  and 

breathe  out  my  Spirit  : 
'Tis  not  the  Wealth  of  Plutus,  nor  the  Gold 
Lock'd  in  the  Heart  of  Earth  can  buy  away 
This  Arm-full  from  me.     You  hard-hearted  Men, 
More  ftony  than  thefe  Mountains,  can  you  fee 
Such  clear  pure  Blood  drop,  and  not  cut  your  Flefh 
To  flop  his  Life  ?  To  bind  whofe  bitter  Wounds, 
Queens  ought  to  tear  their  Hair,  and  with  their  Tears 
Bathe  'em.     Forgive  me,  thou  that  art  the  WTealth 
Of  poor  Pbilajler ! 

Enter  King,  Arethufa,  and  a  Guard. 

King.  Is  the  Villain  ta'en  ? 

Pha.  Sir,  here  be  two  confefs  the  Deed;  but  fay  it  was 
Philafler. 

Phi.  Queftion  it  no  more,  it  was. 

King.  The  Fellow,  that  did  fight  with  him,  will  tell  us. 

Are.  Ah  me !   I  know  he  will. 

King.  Did  not  you  know  him  ? 

Are.  No,  Sir  ;  if  it  was  he,  he  was  difguifed. 

Phi.  I  was  fo.  Oh  my  Stars !  that  I  fhould  live  (till. 

King.  Thou  ambitious  Fool ! 
Thou,  that  haft  laid  a  Train  for  thy  own  Life  ; 
Now  I  do  mean  to  do,  I'll  leave  to  talk. 
Bear  him  to  Prifon. 

Are.  Sir,  they  did  plot  together  to  take  hence ; 
This  harmlefs  Life ;  ftiould  it  pafs  unreveng'd, 
I  fhould  to  Earth  go  weeping:  Grant  me  then 
(By  all  the  Love  a  Father  bears  his  Child) 
The  Cuftody  of  both,  and  to  appoint 
Their  Tortures  and  their  Death. 

King.  'Tis  granted :  Take  'em  to  you,  with  a  Guard. 
Come,  Princely  Pharamond,  this  Bufmefs  paft, 
We  may  with  more  Security  go  on 
To  your  intended  Match.  {Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT     V.      SCENE     I. 


SCENE,    the   Palace. 

Enter  Philafter,  Arethufa  and  Bellario. 

Are.  "VTAY,   dear  Philafter  >    grieve  not!    we  arc 
i\  well. 

Bel  Nay,    good  my  Lord,  forbear ;  we  are  won- 
d'rous  weU. 

Phi.  Oh  Arethufa!  O  Bellario!  leave  to  be  kind  : 
J  (hall  be  {hot  from  Heav'n,  as  now  from  Earth, 
If  you  continue  fo.     I  am  a  Man, 
Falfe  to  a  Pair  of  the  moft  trufty  ones 
That  ever  Earth  bore.     Can  it  bear  us  all  ? 
Forgive,  and  leave  me !  but  the  King  hath  fent 
To  call  me  to  my  Death  :  Oh  {hew  it  me, 
And  then  forget  me.     And  for  thee,  my  Boy4 
I  mall  deliver  Words  will  mollify 
The  Hearts  of  Beafts,  to  fpare  thy  Innocence. 

BeL  Alas,  my  Lord,  my  Life  is  not  a  Thing 
Worthy  your  noble  Thoughts ;  'tis  not  a  Life, 
*Tis  but  a  Piece  of  Childhood  thrown  away  : 
Should  I  out-live  you,  I  mould  then  out-live 
Virtue  and  Honour  ;  and,  when  that  Day  comes, 
If  ever  I  mall  clofe  thefe  Eyes  but  once, 
May  I  live  fpotted  for  my  Perjury, 
And  wafte  my  Limbs  to  nothing ! 

Are.  And  I  (the  woful'ft  Mind  that  ever  was, 
Forc'd  with  my  Hands  to  bring  my  Lord  to  Death) 

Do 
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t)o  by  the  Honour  of  a  Virgin  fwear, 
To  tell  no  Hours  beyond  it* 

Phi.  Make  me  not  hated  fo. 
People  will  tear  me,  when  they  find  you  true 
To  fuch  a  Wretch  as  I ;  I  mall  die  loath'd. 
Enjoy  your  Kingdoms  peaceably,  whilft  I 
For  ever  fleep  forgotten  with  my  Faults. 
Ev'ry  juft  Servant,  ev'ry  Maid  in  Love, 
Will  have  a  Piece  of  me,  if  you  be  true. 

Are.  My  dear  Lord,  fay  not  fo. 

Eel.   A.  Piece  of  you ! 

He  was  not  born  of  Woman  that  can  cut 
It  and  look  on. 

Phi.  Take  me  in  Tears  betwixt  you, 
For  elfe  my  Heart  will  break  with  Shame  and  Sorrow. 

Are.  Why,  'tis  well. 

Bel.  Lament  no  more. 

Phi.  What  would  you  have  done 
If  you  had  wrong'd  me  bafely,  and  had  found 
My  Life  no  Price,  compar'd  to  your's  ?  For  Love, 

Sirs, 
Deal  with  me  plainly. 

Bel.  'Twas  miftaken,  Sir. 

Phi.  Why,  if  it  were  ? 

Bel.  Then,  Sir,  we  would  have  afk'd  you  Pardon. 

Phi.  And  have  Hope  to  enjoy  it  ? 

Are.  Enjoy  it !  ay. 

Phi.  Would  you,  indeed  ?  be  plain, 

Bel.  We  would,  my  Lord. 

Phi.  Forgive  me  then. 

Are.  So,  fo. 

Bel.  'Tis  as  it  mould  be  now. 

Phi.  Lead  to  my  Death.  [Exeunt, 

Scene,  the  Prefence  Chamber. 
Enter  King,  Dion,  Cleremont,  and  Thrafiline. 

King.  Gentlemen,  who  faw  the  Prince  ? 

H  Cle. 


5o  P  H  I  L  A  S  T  E  R« 

Cle.  So  pleafe  you,  Sir,  he's  gone  to  fee  the  City, 
And  the  new  Platform,  with  fome  Gentlemen 
Attending  on  him. 

King.  Is  the  Princefs  ready 
To  bring  her  Prifoner  out  ? 

Thra.  She  waits  your  Grace. 

King.  Tell  her  we  ftay. 

Enter  a  Meffenger* 

Mef.  Where's  the  King  ? 

King.  Here. 

Mef.  To  your  Strength,  O  King, 
And  refcue  the  Prince  Pharamcnd  from  Danger ; 
He's  taken  Prifoner  by  the  Citizens, 
Fearing  the  Lord  Philafter. 

Enter  another  Meffenger. 

Mef.  Arm,  arm,  O  King,  the  City  is  in  Mutiny, 
Led  by  an  old  grey  Ruffian,  who  comes  on 
In  Refcue  of  the  Lord  Philafter.  [Exit. 

King.  Away  to  th'  Citadel ;  I'll  fee  them  fafe, 
And  then  cope  with  thefe  Burghers :  Let  the  Guard 
And  all  the  Gentlemen  give  ftrong  Attendance. 

[Exit  King. 

Manent  Dion,  Cleremont,  Thrafiline. 
Cle.  The  City  up  !  This  was  above  our  Wimes. 
Dion.  Well,  my  dear  Countrymen,  if  you  continue, 
and  fall  not  back  upon  the  firil  broken  Shin,  I'll  have 
you  chronicled,    and  chronicled,    and  cut  and  chro- 
nicled, and  fung  in  all-to-be-prais'd  Sonnets,  and  grav'd 
in  new  brave  Ballads,  that  all  Tongues  (hall  troule  you 
in  Specula  Sxculorum,  my  kind  Can-carriers. 

Tbra.  What  if  a  Toy  take  'em  i'th'  Heels  now,  and 
they  all  run  away,  and  cry,  the  Devil  fake  the  Hind- 
moft? 

Dion.  Then  the  fame  Devil  take  the  Foremoft  too, 

and 
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and  fowce  him  for  his  Brcakfaft  !  If  they  all  prove 
Cowards,  my  Curies  fly  among  them  and  befpeeding  ! 
May  they  have  Murrains  reign  to  keep  the  Gentle- 
men at  home,  unbound  in  eafy  Freeze!  May  the 
Moths  branch  their  Velvets !  May  their  falfe  Lights 
undo  'em,  and  difcover  PrelTes,  Holes,  Stains,  and 
Oldnefs  in  their  Stuffs,  and  make  them  Shop- rid  ! 
May  they  keep  Whores  and  Horfes,  and  break ;  and 
live  mewed  up  with  Necks  of  Beef  and  Turnips  ! 
May  they  have  many  Children,  and  none  like  the 
Father !  May  they  know  no  Language  but  that  Gib- 
berifh  they  prattle  to  their  Parcels,  unlefs  it  be  the 
Gothick  Latin  they  write  in  their  Bonds,  a.nd  may  they 
write  that  falfe,  and  lofe  their  Debts ! 

Enter  the  King. 

King.  "Tis  PMlafter, 

None  but  Philafter^  muft  aliay  this  Heat : 
They  will  not  hear  me  fpeak;  but  call  me  Tyrant. 
My  Daughter  and  Bellario  too  declare, 
"Were  he  to  die,  that  they  would  both  die  with  him. 
Oh  run,  dear  Friend,    and  bring  the  Lord  Pbilafter ; 
Speak  him  fair  ;   call  him  Prince  ;  do  him  all 
The  Courtefy  you  can  •,  commend  me  to  him. 
I  have  already  given  Orders  for  his  Liberty. 

Cle,  My  Lord,  he's  here. 

Enter  Philafter. 

King.  O  worthy  Sir,  forgive  me ;   do  not  make 
Your  Miferies  and  my  Faults  meet  together, 
To  bring  a  greater  Danger.  <Be  yourfelf, 
Still  found  amongft  Difeafes.     I  have  wrong'd  you, 
And  though  I  find  it  laft,  and  beaten  to  it, 
Let  firft  your  Goodnefs  know  it.     Cairn  the  People, 
And  be  what  you  were  born  to  :   Take  your  Love, 
And  with  her  my  Repentance,  and  my  Wifhes, 
And  all  my  Pray'rs :  By  th'  Gods,  my  Heart  fpeaks  this: 
H  2  And 
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And  if  the  leafl  fall  from  me  not  perform'd, 
May  I  be  ftruck  with  Thunder ! 

Phi.  Mighty  Sir, 

I  will  not  do  your  Greatnefs  fo  much  Wrong, 
As  not  to  make  your  Word  Truth  j  free  the  Princefs 
And  the  poor  Boy,  and  let  me  ftand  the  Shock , 
Of  this  mad  Sea-breach,  which  I'll  either  turn 
Or  perifn  with  it. 

King.  Let  your  own  Word  free  them. 

Phi.  Then  thus  I  take  my  Leave,  kitting  your  Hand4 
And  hanging  on  your  Royal  Word  :  Be  kingly, 
And  be  not  mov'd,  Sir  •,  I  mall  bring  you  Peace, 
Or  never  bring  myfelf  back. 

King.  All  tfre  Gods  go  with  thee  ! 

[Exeunt^ 

Scene,  a  Street  in  the  City. 
Enter  an  old  Captaia  and  Citizens  with  Pharamond, 

Cap.  Come,  my  brave  Myrmidons,  let  us  fall  on, 
Let  our"  Caps  fwarm,  my  Boys, 
And  your  nimble  Tongues  forget  your  Mothers 
Gibberifh,  of  what  do  you  lack,  and  fet  your  Mouths 
Up,  Children,  till  your  Pallats  fall  frighted  half  a 
Fathom,  pad  the  Cure  of  Bay-falt  and  grofs  Pepper, 
And  then  cry  Pbilafter,  brave  Pbilafter. 

All.  Pbilafter!  Philafter! 

Cap.  How  do  you  like  this,  my  Lord  Prince  ? 

Pba.  You  will  not  fee  me  murder'd,  wicked  Villains  ? 

Enter  Philafter. 

'All  Long  live  Pbilafter,  the  brave  Prince  Philafter ! 

Pbi.  I  thank  you,  Gentlemen  •,   but  why  are  thefe 
Rude  Weapons  brought  abroad,',to  teach  your  Hands 
Uncivil  Trades  ? 

Cap.  My  Royal  Roficlear, 

We  are  thy  Myrmidons,  thy  Guard,  thy  Roarers ; 
And  when  thy  noble  Body  is  in  Durance, 

Thus 
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Thus  we  do  clap  our  mufty  Murrions  on, 
And  trace  the  Streets  in  Terror :  Is  it  Peace, 
Thou  Mars  of  Men  ?  Is  the  King  fociable, 
And  bids  thee  live  ?  Art  thou  above  thy  Foemen, 
And  free  as  Pbebv,s  ?  Speak-,  if  not,  this,  Stand 
Of  Royal  Blood  ihall  be  abroach,  a-tilt,  and  run 
Even  to  the  Lees  of  Honour. 

Phi.  Hold  and  be  fatisfied  •,  I  am  myfelf, 
Free  as  my  Thoughts  are  ;  by  the  Gods,  I  am. 

Cap.  Art  thou  the  dainty  Darling  of  the  King  ? 
Art  thou  the  Hylas  to  our  Hercules  ? 
Is  the  Court  navigable,  and  the  Frefence  ftuck 
With  Flags  of  Friendfhip  ?  If  not,  we  are  thy  Caflle, 
And  this  Man  fleeps. 

Phi.  I  am  what.  I  defire  to  be,  your  Friend  j 
I  am  what  I  was  born  to  be,  your  Prince. 

Pha.  Sir,  There  is  fome  Humanity  in  you ; 
You  have  a  noble  Soul  j  forget  my  Name, 
And  know  my  Mifery  j  fet  me  fafe  aboard 
From  thefe  wild  CaaioaJs,  and,  as  I  live, 
I'll  quit  this  Land  for  ever. 

Phi.  I  do  pity  you :  Friends,  difcharge  your  Fears ; 
Deliver  me  the  Prince. 

Good,  my  Friends,  go  to  your  Houfes,  and  by  me  have 
Your  Pardons,  and  my  Love  ; 
And  know,  there  fhall  be  nothing  in  my  Pow'r 
You  may  deferve,  but  you  mall  have  your  Wifhes. 

All.  Long  may'fb  thou  live,  brave  Prince  ! 
Brave  Prince !  brave  Prince ! 

[Exeunt  Phi.  and  Pha. 

Cap.  Go  thy  Ways ;  thou  art  the  King  of  Courtefy  : 
Fall  off  again,  my  fweet  Youths ;  come,  and  every  Man 
trace  to  his  Houfe  again,  and  hang  his  Pewter  up ; 
then  to  the  Tavern,  and  bring  your  Wives  in  Muffs  : 
We  will  have  Mufick,  and  the  red  Grape  fhall  make 
us  dance,  and  rife,  Boys.  [Exeunt. 

Scene 
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Scene  changes  to  tke  Court. 

Enter  King,    Arethufa,  Galatea,  Megra,  Cleremont* 
.Dion,  Thrafiline,  Bellario,  and  Attendants. 

King.  Is  it  appeas'd  ? 

Dion.  Sir,  all  is  quiet  as  the  Dead  of  Night, 
As  peaceable  as  Sle«p  :  My  Lord  Philafter 
Brings  on  the  Prince  himfelf. 

King.  Kind  Gentleman ! 
I  will  not  break  the  leaft  Word  I  have  giv*n 
3n  Promife  to  him.     I  have  heap'd  a  World 
Of  Grief  upon  his  Head,  which  yet  I  hope 
To  waih  away. 

Enter  Philafter  and  Pharamond. 

Cle.  My  Lord  is  come. 

King.  My  Son ! 

Bleft  be  the  Time,  that  I  have  Leave  to  call 
Such  Virtue  mine !  Now  thou  art  in  mine  Arms*. 
Methinks  I  have  a  Salve  unto  my  Breail 
For  all  the  Stings  that  dwell  there  :  Streams  of  Grief 
That  I  have  wrong'd  thee,  and  as  much  of  Joy 
That  I  repent  it,  ifiue  from  mine  Eyes  : 
Let  them  appeafe  thee  -,  take  thy  Right  j  take  her, 
She  is  thy  Right  too,  and  forget  to  urge 
My  vexed  Soul  with  that  I  did  before. 

Phi.  Sir,  it  is  blotted  from  my  Memory, 
Pad  and  forgotten  :  For  you,  Prince  of  Spain, 
Whom  I  have  thus  redeem'd,  you  have  full  Leave 
To  make  an  honourable  Voyage  home. 
And  if  you  would  go  furnifh'd  to  your  Realm 
With  fair  Provifion,  I  do  fee  a  Lady, 
Methinks,  would  gladly  bear  you  Company. 

Meg.  Shall  I  then  alone 
Be  made  the  Mark  of  Obloquy  and  Scorn  ?• 
Can  Shame  remain  perpetually  in  me, 

5  And 
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And  not  in  others  ?  or  have  Princes  Salves 
To  cure  ill  Names,  that  meaner  People  want  ? 

Phi,  What  mean  you  ? 

Meg.  You  muft  get  another  Ship 
To  bear  the  Princels  and  the  Boy  together. 

Dion.  How  now  ! 

Meg.  I  have  already  publifh'd  both  their  Shames. 
Ship  us  all  four,  my  Lord  ;<  we  can  endure 
Weather  and  Wind  alike. 

King.  Clear  thou  thyfelf,  or  know  not  me  for  Father, 

Are.  This  Earth,  how  falfe  it  is !  What  Means  is  left 
For  me  to  clear  myfelf  ?    It  lies  in  your  Belief. 
My  Lord,  believe  me,  and  let  all  Things  elfe 
Struggle  together  to  difhonour  me. 

Bel.  O  flop  your  Ears,  great  King,  that  I  may  fpcak 
As  Freedom  would  :  Then  I  will  call  this  Lady 
As  bafe  as  be  her  Actions.     Hear  me,  Sir ; 
Believe  your  heated  Blood  when  it  rebels 
Againft  your  Reafon,  fooner  than  this  Lady. 

Phi.  This  Lady  ?  I  will  fooner  truft  the  Wind 
With  Feathers,  or  the  troubled  Sea  with  Pearl, 
Than  her  with  any  thing :  Believe  her  not ! 
Why,  think  you,  if  I  did  believe  her  Words, 
I  would  outlive  'em  ?  Honour  cannot  take 
Revenge  on  you  •,  then  what  were  to  be  known 
But  Death  ? 

King.  Forget  her,  Sir,  fince  all  is  knit 
Between  us :  But  I  muft  requeft  of  you 
One  Favour,  and  will  fadly  be  denied. 

Phi.  Command,  whate'er  it  be. 

King.  Swear  to  be  true 
To  what  you  promife. 

Phi.  By  the  Pow'rs  above, 
Let  it  not  be  the  Death  of  her  or  him, 
And  it  is  granted. 

King.  Bear  away  the  Boy 
To  Torture.     I  will  have  her  clear'd  or  buried. 

Phi.  O,  let  me  call  my  Words  back,  worthy  Sir; 

Afk 
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Afk  fomething  elfe  :  Bury  my  Life  and  Right 
In  one  poor  Grave  ;  but  do  not  take  away 
My  Life  and  Fame  at  once. 

King.  Away  with  him,  it  ftands  irrevocable* 
Eel.  O  kill  me,  Gentlemen  ! 
Dion.  No,  help,  Sirs. 
Bel.  Will  you  torture  me  ? 
King.   Hafte  there  ;  why  flay  you  ? 
Bel.  Then  I  mail  not  break  my  Vow, 
You  know,  juft  Gods,  though  I  difcover  all. 
King.  How's  that  ?  Will  he  confefs  ? 
Dion.  Sir,  fo  he  fays. 
King.  Speak  then. 
Bel.  Great  King,  if  you  command 
This  Lord  to  talk  with  me  alone,  my  Tongue, 
Urg'd  by  my  Heart,  fhall  utter  all  the  Thoughts 
My  Youth  hath  known,  and  ftranger  Things  than  thefc 
You  hear  not  often. 
King.  Walk  afide  with  him. 

[Dion  and  Bel.  walk  afide  together. 
Dion.  Why  fpeak'ft  thou  not  ? 
Bel.  Know  you  this  Face,  my  Lord  ? 
Dion.  No. 

Bel.  Have  you  not  feen  it,  nor  the  like  ? 
Dion.  Yes,  I  have  feen  the  like,  but  readily 
I  know  not  where. 

Bel.  I  have  been  often  told 
In  Court  of  one  Euphrafia,  a  Lady, 
And  Daughter  to  you ;  betwixt  whom  and  me, 
They,  that  would  flatter  my  bad  Face,  would  fwear 
There  was  fuch  ftrange  Refemblance,  that  we  two 
Could  not  be  known  afunder,  dreft  alike. 
Dion.  By  Heav'n,  and  fo  there  is. 
Bel.  For  her  fair  Sake, 

Who  now  doth  fpend  the  Spring-time  of  her  Life 
In  holy  Pilgrimage,  move  to  the  King, 
That  I  may  'fcape  this  Torture. 

Dion.  But  thou  fpeak'ft 
As  like  Eu$brafia,  as  thou  do'ft  look.  How 
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How  came  it  to  thy  Knowledge  that  fhe  lives 
In  Pilgrimage  ? 

Bel  I  know  it  not,  my  Lord. 
But  I  have  heard  it,  and  do  fcarce  believe  it. 

Dion.  Oh,  my  Shame,  is  it  poffible  ?     Draw  near, 
That  I  may  gaze  upon  thee  :  Art  thou  fhe  ? 
Or  elfe  her  Murderer  ?  Where  were  thou  born  ? 
Bel.  In  Siracufa. 
Dion.  What's  thy  Name  ? 
Bel.  Euphrafia. 

Dion.  'Tis  juft  ;   *tis  me  -,  now  I  do  know  thee;  Oh 
That  thou  hadft  died,  and  I  had  never  ieen 
Thee  nor  my  Shame. 

Bel  'Would  I  had  died,  indeed  !  I  wifh  it  too  f 
And  fo  I  muft  have  done  by  Vow,  'ere  publifh'd 
What  I  have  told  •,  but  that  there  was  no  Means 
To  hide  it  longer  •,  yet  I  joy  in  this, 
The  Princefs  is  all  clear. 
King.  What  have  you  done  ? 
Dion.  All  is  difcover'd. 
Are.  What  is  difcover'd  ? 
Dion.  Why,  my  Shame ; 
It  is  a  Woman ;  let  her  fpeak  the  reft. 
Phi.  How  !  that  again. 
Dion.  It  is  a  Woman. 

Phi.  Bleft  be  you  Pow'rs  that  favour  Innocence  ! 
It  is  a  Woman,  Sir  !  hark,  Gentlemen  ! 
It  is  a  Woman.     Arethufa^  take 
My  Soul  into  thy  Breaft,  that  would  be  gone 
With  Joy :  It  is  a  Woman — thou  art  fair, 
And  virtuous  ftill  to  Ages,  'fpight  of  Malice. 
King.  Speak  you ;  where  lies  his  Shame  ? 
£el.  I  am  his  Daughter. 
Phi.  The  Gods  are  juft. 
But,  Bellario^ 

(For  I  muft  call  thee  ftill  fo)  tell  me,  why 
Thou  didft  conceal  thy  Sex  •,  it  was  a  Fault  •* 
A  Fault,  Bellariot  though  thy  other  Deeds 
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Of  Truth  outweigh'd  it :  All  thefe  Jealoufies 
Had  flown  to  nothing,  if  thou  hadft  difcover'd, 
What  now  we  know. 

Bel.  My  Father  oft  would  fpeak 
Your  Worth  and  Virtue,  and  as  I  did  grow 
More  and  more  apprehenfive,  I  did  third 
To  fee  the  Man  fo  prais'd ;  hut  yet  all  this 
Was  but  a  Maiden-longing,  to  be  loft 
As  foon  as  found  ;  till  fitting  in  my  Window, 
Printing  my  Thoughts  in  Lawn,  I  faw  a  God 
I  thought  (but  it  was  you)  enter  our  Gates  ; 
My  Blood  flew  out,  and  back  again  as  faft, 
As  I  had  pufPd  it  forth  and  fuck'd  it  in 
Like  Breath  ;  then  was  I  call'd  away  in  hafte 
To  entertain  you.     Never  was  a  Man, 
Heav'd  from  a  Sheep-cote  to  a  Scepter,  rais'd 
So  high  in  Thoughts  as  I  •,  you  left  a  Kits 
Upon  thefe  Lips  then,  which  I  mean  to  keep 
From  you  for  ever  ;  I  did  hear  you  talk, 
Far  above  Singing ;  after  you  were  gone 
I  grew  acquainted  with  my  Heart,  and  fearch'd 
What  ftir'd  it  fo  :  Alas  !  I  found  it  Love  -, 
Yet  far  from  111,  for  could  I  have  but  liv'd 
In  Prefence  of  you,  I  had  had  my  End-, 
For  this  I  did  delude  my  noble  Father 
With  a  feign'd  Pilgrimage,  and  drefs'd  myfelf 
In  Habit  of  a  Boy  ;  and,  for  I  knew 
My  Birth  no  Match  for  you,  I  was  pad  Hope 
Of  having  you  :  And  underftanding  well 
That  when  I  made  Difcovery  of  my  Sex, 
I  could  not  flay  with  you  ;  I  made  a  Vow, 
By  all  the  moft  religious  Things  a  Maid 
Could  call  together,  never  to  be  known, 
Whilfl  there  was  Hope  to  hide  me  from  Mens  Eyes, 
For  other  than  I  feem'd,  that  I  might  ever 
Abide  with  you  ;  then  fat  I  by  the  Fount, 
Where  firft  you  took  me  up. 

King.  Search  out  a  Match 

5  Within 
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Within  our  Kingdom,  where  and  when  thou  wilt, 
And  I  will  pay  thy  Dowry;  and  thyfelf 
Wilt  well  deferve  him. 

Bel.  Never,  Sir,  will  I 
Marry ;  it  is  a  Thing  within  my  Vow. 

Phi.  I  grieve,  fuch  Virtues  fhould  be  laid  in  Earth 
Without  an  Heir.     Hear  me,  my  Royal  Father, 
Wrong  not  the  Freedom  of  our  Souls  fo  much, 
To  think  to  take  Revenge  of  that  bafe  Woman; 
Her  Malice  cannot  hurt  us  ;  fet  her  free 
As  flie  was  born,  faving  from  Shame  and  Sin. 

King.  Well !  Be  it  fo.     Yon,  Pharamond, 
Shall  have  free  Pafiage,  and  a  Conduct  home 
Worthy  fo  great  a  Prince  ;  when  you  come  there, 
Remember,  'twas  your  Faults  that  loft  you  her, 
And  not  my  purpos'd  Will. 

Pha.  I  do  confefs  it. 

King.  Laft,  join  your  Hands  in  one.  Enjoy,  Pbilaft£ry 
This  Kingdom,  which  is  yours,  and  after  me 
Whatever  I  call  mine ;  my  Bleffing  on  you  ! 
All  happy  Hours  be  at  your  Marriage- Joys, 
That  you  may  grow  yourfelves  over  all  Lands, 
And  live  to  fee  your  plenteous  Branches  fpring 

Where-ever  there  is  Sun  ! Let  Princes  learn 

By  this  to  rule  the  Paflions  of  their  Blood, 

For,  What  Heav'n  wills,  can  never  be  withftood. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

«  /  i  \  H  E  Tragedy  of  Lear  is  defervedly 
<(  celebrated  among  the  dramas  of 

"  Shakefpeare.  There  is,  perhaps,  no  play 
"  which  keeps  the  attention  fo  ftrongly 
"  fixed  5  which  fo  much  agitates  our  paffi- 
<'  ons,  and  interefts  our  curiofity.  The  art- 
««  ful  involutions  of  dift'inct  interefts,  the 
"  ftriking  oppofition  of  contrary  characters, 
«'  the  fudden  changes  of  fortune,  and  the 
"  quick  fucceflion  of  events,  fill  the  mind 
"  with  a  perpetual  tumult  of  indignation, 
"  pity,  and  hope.  There  is  no  fcene  which 
"  does  not  contribute  to  the  aggravation  of 
tl  the  diftrefs,  or  conduct  of  the  action; 
"  and  fcarce  a  line  whij:h  does  not  conduce 
"  to  the  progrefs  of  the  fcene.  So  power- 
<f  ful  is  the  current  of  the  poet's  imagina- 
<f  tion,  that  the  mind,  which  once  ventures 
<{  within  it,  is  hurried  irrefiftibly  along." 

Such  is  the  decifion  of  Dr.  Johnfon  on  the 
Lear  of  Shakefpeare.  Yet  Tate,  with  all 
this  treafure  before  him,  conficlered  it  -as 
"  a  heap  of  jewels  unftrung,  and  unpo- 
"  lifliedj"  and  refolved,  "out  of  zeal  for 
"  all  the  remains  of  Shakefpeare,"  to  neiv- 
»w<&/the  ftory.  Having  formed  this  refolu- 
tion,  "  it  was  my  good  fortune  (fays  he)  to 
"  lighten  one  expedient  to  rectify  what 
"  was  wanting  in  the  regularity  and  proba- 
'*  bility  of  the  tale  j  which  was  to  run 
"  through  the  whole,  a  love  betwixt  Edgar 
A  2  "  and" 


"  and  Cordelia,  that  never  changed  word 
"  with  each  other  in  the  original.  This 
"  renders  Cordelia's  indifference,  and  her 
"  father's  paffion,  in  the  firft  fcene,  proba- 
*'  ble.  It  likewife  gives  countenance  to 
"  Edgar's  difguife,  making  that  a  generous 
"  defign,  that  was  before  a  poor  fhift  to 
"  fave  his  life.  The  diflrefs  of  the  {lory  is 
"  evidently  heightened  by  it  -,  and  it  parti- 
<c  cularly  gave  occafion  to  a  new  fcene  or 
•*'  two,  of  more  fuccefs  perhaps  than  merit." 

Now  this  very  expedient  of  a  love  betwixt 
Edgar  and  Cordelia,  on  which  Tate  felici- 
tates himfelf,  feemed  to  me  to  be  one  of  the 
capital  objections  to  his  alteration  :  for  even 
fuppofing  that  it  rendered  Cordelia's  indiffe- 
rence to  her  father  more  probable  (an  in- 
difference which  Shakefpeare  has  no  where 
implied),  it  affigns  a  very  poor  motive  for  it; 
fo  that  what  Edgar  gains  on  the  fide  of  ro- 
mantick  generofity,  Cordelia  lofes  on  that  of 
real  virtue.  The  diftrefs  of  the  fiory  is  fo 
far  from  being  heightened  by  it,  that  it  has 
diffufed  a  languor  and  infipidity  over  all  the 
fcenes  of  the  play  from  which  Lear  is  ab- 
fentj  for  which  I  appeal  to  the  fenfations  of 
the  numerous  audiences,  with  which  the 
play  has  been  honoured ;  and  had  the 
fcenes  been  affectingly  written,  they  would 
at  leaft  have  divided  our  feelings,  which 
Shakefpeare  has  attached  almofl  entirely  to 
Lear  and  Cordelia,  in  their  parental  and 
filial  capacities  j  thereby  producing  paffages 
infinitely  more  tragick  than  the  embraces  of 

Cordelia 


Cordelia  and  the  ragged  Edgar,  which  would 
have  appeared  too  ridiculous  for  reprefenta- 
tion,  had  they  not  been  mixed  and  incorpo- 
rated with  fome  of  the  finefl  fcenes  of Shake- 
fpeare, 

Tate,  in  whofe  days  love  was  the  foul  of 
Tragedy  as  well  as  Comedy,  was,  however, 
fo  devoted  to  intrigue,  that  he  has  not  only 
given  Edmund  a  paflion  for  Cordelia,  but 
has  injudicioufly  amplified  on  his  criminal 
commerce  with  Gonerill  and  Regan,  which 
is  the  moft  difgufling  part  of  the  origi- 
nal. The  Rev.  Dr.  Warton  has  doubted, 
"  whether  the  cruelty  of  the  daughters  is 
<f  not  painted  with  circumstances  too  fa- 
"  vage  and  unnatural  *,"  even  by  Shake- 
fpeare.  Still,  however,  in  Shakefpeare, 
fome  motives  for  their  condudt  are  afiign- 
ed  ;  but  as  Tate  has  conducted  that  part 
of  the  fable,  they  are  equally  cruel  and  un- 
natural, without  the  poet's  affigning  any 
motive  at  all. 

In  all  thefe  circumftances,  it  is  generally 
agreed,  that  Tate's  alteration  is  for  the 
worfe  ;  and  his  King  Lear  would  probably 
have  quitted  the  ftage  long  ago,  had  not 
the  poet  made  ef  the  tale  conclude  in  a  fuc- 
"  cefs  to  the  innocent  diftrefled  perfons." 
Even  in  the  cata&rophe  he  has  incurred  the 
cenfure  of  Addifon  :  but  "  in  the  prefent 

*  A  i  venturer,  N°.  122. 

"  cafe, 


"  cafe,  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  the  publick  has 
"  decided,  and  Cordelia,  from  the  time  of 
"  Tate,  has  always  retired  with  victory  and 
"  felicity." 

To  reconcile  the  cataftrophe  of  Tate  to 
the  ftory  of  Shakefpeare,  was  the  firft  grand 
object  which  I  propofed  to  myfelf  in  this 
alteration  ;  thinking  it  one  of  the  principal 
duties  of  my  Situation,  to  render  every 
drama  fubmitted  to  the  Publick,  as  confident 
and  rational  an  entertainment  as  poffible. 
Jn  this  kind  of  employment,  one  perfon  can- 
not do  a  great  deal ;  yet  if  every  Director  of 
the  Theatre  will  endeavour  to  do  a  little, 
the  Stage  will  every  day  be  improved,  and 
become  more  worthy  attention  and  encou- 
ragement. Romeo,  Cymbeline,  Every  Man 
in  his  Humour,  have  long  been  refined 
from  the  drofs  that  hindered  them  from 
being  current  with  the  Publick  ;  and  I  have 
now  endeavoured  to  purge  the  tragedy  of 
Lear  of  the  alloy  of  Tate,  which  has  fo  long 
been  fuffered  to  debafe  it. 

"  The  utter  improbability  of  Glocefter's 
<£  imagining,  though  blind,  that  he  had 
**  leaped  down  Dov-er  Cliff,"  has  been  jufHy 
cenfured  by  Dr.  Warton  *  ;  and  in  the  re- 
prefentation  it  is  flill  more  liable  to  objec- 
tion than  in  print.  I  have  therefore,  with- 
out fcruple,  omitted  it,  preferving,  how- 
ever, at  the  fame  time,  that  celebrated 

*  Adventurer,  No.  122. 

defcrip- 
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defcription  of  the  Cliff  in  the  mouth  of 
Edgar.  The  putting  out  Glocefter's  eyes 
is  alfo  fo  unpleafing  a  circumftance,  that  I 
would  have  altered  it,  if  poffible;  but,  upon 
examination,  it  appeared  to  be  fo  clofely 
interwoven  with  the  fable,  that  I  durft  not 
venture  to  change  it.  I  had  once  fome  idea 
of  retaining  the  character  of  the  fool;  but 
though  Dr.  Wartonhas  very  truly  obferved -j~, 
that  the  poet  "  has  fo  well  conducted  even 
"( the  natural  jargon  of  the  beggar,  and  the 
"  jeftings  of  the  fool,  which  in  other  hands 
"  muft  have  funk  into  burlefque,  that  they 
"  contribute  to  heighten  the  pathetick  j" 
yet,  after  the  moft  ferious  conlideration,  I 
was  convinced  that  fuch  a  fcene  "  would 
"  fink  into  burlefque"  in  the  reprefentation, 
and  would  not  be  endured  on  the  modern 
tfage. 

GEORGE  COLMAN. 

t  Adventurer,  No.  116. 


DRAMATIS     PERSONS. 


LEAR,  King  of  Britain,  Mr.  Powell. 

King  of  France,  Mr.  Davis. 

Duke  of  Burgundy,  Mr.  Lewis. 

Duke  of  Cornwall,  Mr.  Gardner. 

Duke  of  Albany,  Mr.  Hull. 

Earl  of  GlocefteY,  Mr.  Gibfon. 

Earl  of  Kent,  Mr.  Clarke. 

Edgar,  fon  to  Glocefter,  Mr.  Smith. 
Edmund,  baftard  fon  to  Glocefter,  Mr.  Benfley. 

Doctor,  Mr.  Redman. 

Steward  to  Gonerill,  Mr.  Cufhing. 

Captain,  Mr.  Wignell. 
Old  Man,  tenant  to  Glocefter,       Mr.  Hallam. 

Herald,  Mr.  Holtom. 

Servant  to  Cornwall,  Mr.  T.  Smith. 


Qpnerill, 

Regan 

Cordel 


, 

ia,3 


daughters  to  Lear, 


Mrs.  Stephens. 
Mrs.  Du-Bellamy. 
Mrs.  Yates. 


Knights  attending  on  the  King,  Officers,  Meffengers,  Soldiers, 
and  Attendants. 


SCENE,    BRITAIN 


KING     LEAR. 


A     C     T       I. 

SCENE,    The  Kings  Palace. 

Enter  Kent,  Glocefter,  and  Edmund  the  Baftard. 

Kent. 

Thought  the  King  had  more  affe<5l- 
ed  the  Duke  of  Albany  than  Corn- 
wall. 

Glo.  It  did  always  feem  fo  t®  us  : 
but  now  in  the  divifion  of  the  king- 

,  ,.    ,        c      P 

dom,  it  appears  not  wfyich  of  the 
Dukes  he  values  moft. 

Kent.  Is  not  this  your  fon,  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  His  breeding,  fir,  hath  been  at  my  charge.1 

Kent.  I  cannot  conceive  you. 

Glo.  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  had,  indeed, 
a  fon  for  her  cradle,  ere  me  had  a  hufband  for  her 
bed.  Do  you  fmell  a  fault  ? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wim  the  fault  undone,  the  iffue 
of  it  being  fo  proper. 

B  Glo. 
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Glo.  But  I  have  a  Ton,  fir,  by  order  of  law,  fom« 
year  elder  than  this,  who  yet  is  no  dearer  in  my 
account.  Do  yon  know  this  nobleman,  Edmund  ? 

Edm.  No,  my  lord. 

Glo.  My  lord  of  Kent ; 

Remember  him  hereafter  as  my  honourable  friend. 

Edm.  My  fervices  to  your  lordfhip. 

Kent.  I  rnuft  love  you,  and  fue  to  know  you  better. 

Edm.  Sir,  I  (hall  fiudy  your  deferving. 
Trumpets  found,   within. 

Glo.  The  King  is  coming. 

Scene  opens,  and  difccvers  King  Lear,  Cornwall,  Al- 
bany, Gcnerill,  Rtgan,  Cordelia,  and  attendants. 

'Lear.  Attend  the  lords  of  France  and  Burgun- 
dy, Glo'fter. 

Glo.  I  mall,  my  liege.  [Exif. 

Lear.  Mean   time  we  mall  exprefs  our  darker 

purpofe  : 

Give  me  the  map  here.     Know,  we  have  divided, 
In  three,  our  kingdom^  and  'tis  our  faft  intent, 
To  (hake  all  cares  and  bufmefs  from  our  age  ; 
Conferring  them  on  younger  ilrengths,  while  we 
Unburthenrd  crawl  toward  death.  Our  Ton  of  Corn- 
wall, 

And  you,  our  no  lefs  loving  Ton  of  Albany, 
We  have  this  hour  a  conftant  will  co  publifh 
Our  daughters  fev'ral  dowVs,  that  future  ftrife 
May  be  prevented  nuw.     The  princes  France  and 

Burgundy, 

Great  rivals  in  our  younger  daughter's  love, 
Long  in  our  court  have  made  their  am'rous  fojourn, 
And  here  are  to  be  aniwcrrd.     Tell  me,  daughters. 
Which  of  you,  fhall  we  fay,  doth  love  us  moft  ? 
That  we  our  largeft  bounty  may  extend, 
Where  nature  doih  with  merit  challenge.  Gonerill, 
Our  eldcft  born,  fpeak  firft. 
'    Gon.  I  love  you,  fir, 
Dearer  than  eye-fight,  fpace,  and  liberty  ; 

Beyond 
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Beyond  what  can  be  valu'd,  rich  or  rare  ; 
No  lefs  than  life,  with  grace,  health, beauty,  honour; 
As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  or  father  found. 
A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  fpeech  unable, 
Beyond  all  manner  of  fo  much  I  love  you. 

Cor.  What  fhall  Cordelia  do  ?  love,  and  be  fi- 
lent.  \Afids. 

Lear.  Of  all  thefe  bounds,  ev'n  from  this  line  to 

.  this, 

With  fhadowy  forefts  and  with  champions  rich'd, 
With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-lkirted  meads, 
We  make  thee  lady.     To  thine  and  Albany's  iflue 
Be  this  perpetual. — "What  fays  our  fecond  daughter. 
Our  dearefl  Regan,  wife  of  Cornwall  ?  fpeak. 

Reg.  I'm  made  of'that  felf  mould,  as  is  iny  filler, 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth,  in  my  true  heart. 
I  findj  fhe  names  my  very  deed  of  love  i 
Only  (he  comes  too  fhort:  chat  1  profefs 
Myfelf  an  enemy  to  all  other  joys, 
Than  your  dear  Highnefs*  love. 

Cor.  Then  poor  Cordelia !  {A/ide. 

And  yet  not  fo,  fince,  I  am  fure  my  love's 
More  pond'rous  than  my  tongue. 

Lear.  To  thee,  and  thine,   hereditary  ever, 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom  5 
No  lefs  in  fpace,  validity,  and  pleafure, 
Than  that  conferr'd  dn  Gonenll. —  Now  our  joy, 
Although  our  lad,  not  lead ;  to  whofe  young  love, 
The  vines  of  France,  and  milk  of  Burgundy, 
Strive  to  be  int'refs'd :  what  fay  you,  to  draw 
A  third,  more  opulent  than  your  filters  ?  fpeak* 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Lear.  Nothing  ? 

Cor.  Nothing. 

Lear.   Nothing  can  come  of  nothing ;   fpeak 
again. 

Cor.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth  :  I  love  your  Majefty 
According  to  my  bond,  no  more  nor  lefs. 

B  2  Lear. 
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Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia  ?  mend  your  fpeech 

a  little, 
Left  you  may  mar  your  fortunes. 

Cor.  Good  my  lord, 

You  gave  me  being,  bred  me,  lov'd  me.     I 
Return  thofe  duties  back,  as  are  right  fit ; 
Obey  you,  love  you,  and  mod  honour  you. 
Why  have  my  lifters  hufbands,   if  they  lay, 
They  love  you,  all  ?  hap'ly,  when  I  mail  wed, 
That  lord,  whofe  hand  muft  take  my  plight,  (hall 

carry 

Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care  and  duty  :  , 
Sure,  1  mail  never  marry  like  my  fifters, 
To  love  my  father  all. 

Lear.  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this  ? 

Cor.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Lear.  So  young,   and  fo  untender  ? 

Cor.  So  young,  my  lord,  and  true. 

Lear.  Let  it  be  fo,  thy  truth  then  be  thy  dower, 
For  by  the  facred  radiance  of  the  fun, 
The  myfteries  of  Hecate,  and  the  night, 
By  all  the  operations  of  the  orbs, 
From  whom  we  do  exift,  and  ceafe  to  be  : 
Here  I  difclaim  all  my  paternal  care, 
Propinquity,  and  property  of  blood, 
And  as  a  ftranger  to  my  heart  and:  me 
Hold  thee,  from  this,  for  ever. 

Kent.    Good  my  Liege 

Lear.  Peace,  Kent ! 

Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath. 
I  lov'd  her  moft,  and  thought  to  fct  my  Reft 
On  her  kind  nurs'ry.  Hence,  avoid  my  fight !  — 

[To  Cor. 

So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 
Her  father's  heart  from  her ;  call  France ;  who  ftirs  ? 
Call  Burgundy.  —  Cornwall  and  Albany, 
With  my  two  .daughters  dozers,  digeft  the  third. 
Let  pride,  \\hich  fhe  calls  plainnefs,  marry  her. 
I  do  inveft  you  jointly  with  my  power, 

•  Preheminence, 
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Preheminence,  and  all  the  large  effects 

That  troop  with  majefty.  Ourfelf  by  monthly  courfe, 

With  refervation  of  an  hundred  knights, 

By  you  to  be  fuftain'd,  (hall  our  abode 

Make  with  you  by  due  turns :  only  retain 

The  name  and  all  th'  addition  to  a  king : 

The  fway,  revenue,  execution, 

Beloved  fons,  be  yours ;  which  to  confirm-, 

This  coronet  part  between  you.    {Giving  the  crown, 

Kent.  Royal  Lear, 

Whom  I  have  ever  honour'd  as  my  king, 
Lov'd  as  my  father,  as  my  mafter  follow'd, 
And  as  my  patron  thought  on  in,  my  pray'rs  • > 

Lear.  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn,  make  from 
the  fhaft. 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,   though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart;  be  Kent  unmannerly, 
When  Lear  is  mad  :  with  better  judgment  check 
This  hideous  rsmnefs ;  with  my  life  I  anfwer, 
Thy  youngeft  daughter  does  not  love  thee  leaft. 

Lear.  Kent,  on  thy  life  no  more ! 

Kent.  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  againft  thy  foes ;   nor  fear  to  lofe  it, 
Thy  fafety  being  the  motive. 

Lear.  Out  of  my  fight ! 

Kent.  See  better,  Lear. 

Lear.  Now  by  Apollo 

Kent.  Now  by  Apollo,  king, 
Thou  fwear'ft  thy  gods  in  vain. 

Lear.  O  vafial !  rnifcreant  1 

[Laying  his  hand  on  hisfwcrd. 

All.  Corn.  Dear  fir,  forbear. 
-  Kent.  Kill  thy  pbyfician,  and  thy  fee  beftow 
Upon  thy  rank  difeafe ;  revoke  thy  doom, 
Or  whilft  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat, 
I'll  tell  thee  thou  doft  evil. 

Lear.  Hear  me,   recreant! 

Since  thou  haft  fought  to  make  us  break  our  vow, 
To  come  betwixt  our  fentence  and  our  power ; 

B  3  (Which 
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(Which  nor  our  nature,  npr  our  place,  can 
Take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee  for  provifion, 
To  (hield  thee  from  difafters  of  the  world; 
And,  on  the  fixth,  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  kingdom  ;  if,  the  tenth  day  following, 
Thy  banifh'd  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions, 
The  moment  is  thy  death  :  away  !  By  Jupiter, 
This  (hall  not  be  revok'd. 

Kent.  Why  fare  thee  well,  King,    fince  thou  art 

refolv'd. 

The  Gods  protect  thee,  excellent  Cordelia, 
Thatjuftly  think'ft,  and  haft  moft  rightly  laid! 
Now  to  new  climates  my  old  truth  I  bear; 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  banimmentis  here.  [Exif, 

Enter  Glocefter,  witk  France  and  Burgundy,  and 
Attendants. 

Gk.  Here's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  noble  lord, 

Lear.  Right  noble  Burgundy, 
Who  with  this  king  haft  riyaU'd  for  our  daughter; 
When  me  was  dear  to  us,  we  held  her  fo; 
But  now  her  price  is  fall'n :  Sir,  there  fhe  ftands, 
Will  you  with  thofe  infirmities  fhe  owes, 
Unfriended,  new-adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dowr'd  with  cur  curfe,  and  ftranger'd  with  our  oath, 
Take  her,  or  leave  her  ? 

Bur.  Pardon,  royal  Sir  j 
Election  makes  not  up  on  fuch  conditions. 

Lear.  Then  leave  her?  Sirj  for  by  thepow'r  that 

made  me, 
I  tell  you  all  her  wealth.— For  you,  great  king, 

[To  France, 

I  would  not  frcm  your  love  make  fuch  3  ftray, 
To  ma'ch  you  where  I  hate. 

France,  This  is  moft  ftrange. 

Cor.  I  yet  befeech  your  Majcfty, 
(If,  for  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art,  / 

To  fpeak  and  purpple  not;  fince  what  I  well  intend. 
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I'll  do't  before  I  fpeak,)  that  you  make  known. 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  fcandal,  or  foulnefs, 
No  unchafte  adion,  or  difhonour'd  ftep, 
That  hath  depriv'd  me  of  your  grace  and  favour4: 
But  ev'n  for  want  of  that,  for  which  I'm  richer, 
A  ftill  folicitrng  eye,  and  fuch  a  tongue, 
That  I  am  glad  I've  not;  though,  not  to  have  it, 
Hath  loft  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou 
Hadft  not  been  born,  than  not  have pleas'd  me  better. 

France.  Is  it  but  this?  a  tardi.nefs  in  nature, 
Which  often  leaves  the  h>ftory  unfpoke, 
That  it  intends  Co  do  ?  Faireft  Cordelia, 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  fcize  upon-, 
Bc't  lawful,  I  take  up  what's  caft  away. 
Thy  dow'rlefs  daughter,  King,  thrown  to  my  chance, 
Is  queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France. 
Lear.  Thou  haft  her,  France-,  let  her  be  thine, 

for  we 

Have  no  fuch  daughter;  nor  (hall  ever  fee 
Thacf  ace  of  hers  again  ;  away! 
Come,  noble  Burgundy, 

\Flourifh.     £xeu?it  Lear  and  Burgundy. 
France.  Bid  farewel  to  your  fitters. 
Coy.  Ye  jewels  of  Our  father,  with  wam'd  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you :  I  know  what  you  are, 
And,  like  a  fitter,  am  moll  loth  to  call 
Your  faults,  as  they  are  nam'd.     J^ove  well  our 

father. 

To  your  profefllng  boibms  I  commit  him; 
So  farewel  to  you  both. 

Reg.  Prefcribe  not  us  our  duty. 
Gen.  Let  your  ftudy 

Be  to  content  your  lord,  who  hath  receiv'd  you 
At  fortune's  alms. 

Cor.  Time  fhall  unfold  what  plaited  cunning  hides. 
Well  may  you  profper ! 

prance.  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia. 

{.Exit  Fra.  #77^  Cor. 
B  4  Con. 
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Gon.  Sifter,  it  is  not  little  I've  to  fay, 
Of  what  moft  nearly  appertains  to  us  both; 
I  think,  our  father  will  go  hence  to  night. 

Reg.  That's  certain,  and  with  you ;  next  month 
with  us. 

Gon.  You  fee  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is :  the 
obfervation  I  have  made  of  it  hath  not  been  little ; 
he  always  loved  our  fitter  mod,  and  with  what  poor 
judgement  he  hath  now  caft  her  off,  appears  too 
grofsly. 

Reg.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  agej  yet  he  hath 
ever  but  flenderly  known  himfelf. 

Gon.  The  beft  and  founded  of  his  time  hath  been 
but  rafh  ;  then  mnft  we  look,  from  his  age,  to  re- 
ceive not  alone  the  imperfections  of  long-ingrafted 
condition,  but  therewithal  the  unruly  waywardnefs, 
that  infirm  and  cholerick  years  bring  with  them. 

Reg.  Such  inconftant  ftarts  are  we  like  to  have 
from  him,  as  this  of  Kent's  banifhment. 

Gon.  There  is  further  compliment  of  leave-taking 
between  France  and  him ;  pray  you,  let  us  hit  to- 
gether :  if  our  father  carry  authority  with  fuch  dif- 
pofition  as  he  bears,  this  laft  furrender  of  his  will 
but  offend  us. 

Reg.  We  (hall  further  think  of  it. 

Gon.  We  muft  do  ibmething  ;  ay,  and  fuddenly. 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE   changes  to  a  Caflk  belonging  to  the  Earl 
cf  Glocefter. 

Enter  Edmund,  with  a  Letter. 
Edm.  Thou,  Nature,  art  my  goddefs ;  to  thy  law 
My  fervices  are  bound  ;  wherefore  mould  I 
Stand  in  the  plague  of  cuftom,  and  permit 
The  courtefy  of  nations  to  deprive  me, 
For  that  I  am  fome  twelve  or  fourteen  moon-mines 
Lag  of  a  brother  ?     Why  bajlard  ?  wherefore  bafe? 
When  my  dimenfions  are  as  well  compact, 
My  mind  as  gen'rou?,  and  my  fhape  as  tru?, 

As 
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As  honeft  madam's  ifllie  ?  why  brand  they  us 
With  bafe  ?  with  bafenefs  ?  baftardy  ?  bafe,  bafe  ? 
Our  father's  love  is  to  the  baftard  Edmund, 
As  to  th'  legitimate  Edgar ;  fine  word—  legitimate—* 
Well,  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  fpeed, 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  bafe 
Shall  be  th'  legitimate —  I  grow,  I  profper; 
Now,  gods,  ftand  up  for  baitards  ! 
¥0  him  enter  Glocefter. 

Glo.  Edmund,  how  now  ?  What  paper  were  you 
reading  ? 

Edm.  Nothing,  my  lord.     \Putting  up  tie  letter. 

Glo.  No!  what  needed  then  that  terrible  difpatch 
of  it  into  your  pocket  ?  let  me  fee. 

Edm.  I  befeech  you,  fir,  pardon  me ;  it  is  a  let- 
ter from  my  brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o'er-read; 
and  for  fo  much  as  I  have  perus'd,  I  find  it  not  fit 
for  your  o'er-looking. 

Glo.  Give  me  the  letter,  fir. 

Edm.  I  mall  offend,  either  to  detain,  or  give  it : 
the  contents,  as  in  part  I  underftand  them,  are  to 
blame. 

Glo.  Let's  fee,  let's  fee. 

Edm.  1  hope,  for  my  brother's  juftification,  he 
wrote  this  but  as  an  effay,  or  tafte,  of  my  virtue. 

Glo.  [reads.'] 

"  This  policy  and  reverence  of  ages  makes  the 
<c  world  bitter  to  the  beft  of  our  times ;  keeps  our 
"  fortunes  from  us,  till  our  oldnefs  cannot  reliih. 
"  them.  I  begin  to  find  the  oppreflion  of  aged 
"  tyranny  ;  which  fways,  not  as  it  hath  power, 
"  but  as  it  is  fufFered.  Come  to  me,  that  of  this 
"  I  may  fpeak  more.  If  our  father  would  deep 
"  till  I  wak'd  him,  you  mould  enjoy  half  his 
'*  revenue  for  ever,  and  live  the  beloved  of  your 
"  brother,  EDGAR/' 

Sleep  till  I  wake  him  —  you  fliculd  enjoy  half  hfe 
revenue —  My  fon  Edgar !  had  he  a  hand  to  write 

this? 
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this !   a  heart  and  brain  to  breed  it  in  !     When 
came  this  to  you  ;  who  brought  it  ? 

Edm.  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  lord  ;  there's 
the  cunning  of  it ;  I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  cafe- 
men  t  of  my  clofet. 

Glo.  You  know  the  character  to  be  your  brother's  ? 
Edm.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I  durft 
fwear  it  were  ^is  ;  but,  in  rcfpeci  of  that,  I  would 
fain  think  it  were  not. 
Glo.  It  is  his. 

Edm.  It  is  his  hand,  my  lord  ;  I  hope,  his  heart 
is  not  in  the  contents. 

Glo.  Has  he  never  before  founded  you  in  this 
bufmefs  ? 

Edm.  Never,  my  lord.  But  I  have  heard  him 
oft  maintain  it  to  be  fit,  that  fons  at  perfect  age, 
and  fathers  declining,  the  father  fhould  be  as  a 
ward  to  the  fon,  and  the  fon  manage  his  revenue. 

Glo.  O  villain,  villain !  his  very  opinion  in  the 
letter.     Abhorred  villain  !    Go,  feek  him  •,  I'll  ap 
prehend  him.     Abominable  villain  !  where  is  he  ? 
Edm.  I   do  not  well   know,  my  lord,     i  dare 
pawn  down  my  life  for  him,  that  he  hath  writ  this 
to   feel  my  affection  to   your   honour,  and  to  no 
other  pretence  of  danger. 
Glo.  Think  you  fo  ? 

Edm.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place 
you  where  you  mall  hear  us  confer  of  this,  and  by 
an  auricular  afiurance  have  your  fatisfaction  :  and 
that,  without  any  further  delay  than  this  very 
evening. 

Glo.  He  cannot  be  fuch  a  monfter. 
Edm.  Nor  is  not,  fure. 

Glo.  To  his  father,  that  fo  tenderly  and  entirely 
loves  him — heaven  and  earth  !  Edmund,  feek  him 
out;  wind  me  into  him,  I  pray  you-,  frame  the 
bufmefs  after  your  own  wifdom.  I  would  unftate 
myfclf  to  be  in  a  due  refolution. 

I** 
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Edm.  I  will  feek  him,  fir,  prefently ;  convey 
the  bufincfs  as  I  fhall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you 
withal. 

Glo.  Thefe  late  eclipfes  in  the  fun  and  moon  por- 
tend no  good  to  us ;  tho'  the  wifdom  of  nature  can 
reafon  it  thus  and  thus,  yet  nature  finds  itfelf 
fcourg'd  by  the  frequent  effects.  Love  cools, 
friendfhip  falls  off,  brothers  divide.  In  cities, 
mutinies;  in  countries,  difcord;  in  palaces,  treafon; 
and  the  bond  crack'd  'twixt  fon  and  father.  We  have 
feen  the  beft  of  our  time.  Find  out  this  villain,  Ed- 
mund ;  and  it  (hall  lofe  thee  nothing;  do  it  carefully 
• — and  the  noble  and  true-hearted  Kent  banifhed ! 
his  offence,  Honefty.  'Tis  ftrange.  [£#//. 

Manet  Edmund. 

Edm.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world, 
that,  when  we  are  fick  in  fortune,  (often  the  fur- 
feits  of  our  own  behaviour)  we  make  guilty  of  our 
difaflers,  the  fun,  the  moon  and  ftars  •,  as  if  we 
were  villains  on  neceflity ;  fools  by  heavenly  com- 
pulfion ;  knaves,  thieves,  and  treacherous,  by 
fpherical  predominance ;  drunkards,  lyars  and 
adulterers,  by  an  inforc'd  obedience  of  planetary 
influence  ;  and  all  that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine 
thrufting  on.  An  admirable  evafion  of  whore  - 
mafler  man,  to  lay  his  goatifh  difpofition  on  the 
charge  of  a  ftar  !  I  fhould  have  been  what  I  am, 
had  the  maidenlieft  ftar  in  the  firmament  twinkled 
on  my  Bsftardizing. 

To  him,  Enter  Edgar. 

Pat ! — he  comes,  like  the  cataftrophe  of  the  old  co- 
medy, my  cue  is  villainous  melancholy,  with  a 
figh  like  Tom  o'  Bedlam — O,  thefe  eclipfes  por- 
tend thefe  divifions ! 

Edg.  How  now,  brother  Edmund,  what  ferious 
contemplation  are  you  in  ? 

Edm.  \  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  prediction  I 
j-ead  this  other  day,  what  fhould  follow  thefe 
ipclipfes.  Edg. 
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Edg.  Do  you  bufy  yourfelf  with  that  ? 

Edm.  1  promife  you,  the  effects  he  writes  of 
fucceed  unhappily.  When  faw  you  my  father  laft? 

Edg.  The  night  gone  by. 

Edm.  Spake  you  with  him  ? 

Edg.  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Edm.  Parted  you  in  good  terms  ?  found  you  no 
dilpleafure  in  him,  by  word  or  countenance  ? 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

Edm.  Bethink  yourfelf,  wherein  you  have  of- 
fended him  :  and,  at  my  intreaty,  forbear  his  pre- 
fence,  until  fome  little  time  hath  qualified  the  heat 
of  his  difpleafure;  which  at  this  inftant  fo  rageth 
in  him,  that  with  the  mifchief  of  your  perfon  it 
would  fcarcely  allay. 

Edg.  Some  villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Edm.  That's  my  fear ;  I  pray  you,  retire  with 
me  to  my  lodging,  from  whence  I  will  fitly  bring 
you  to  hear  my  lord  fpeak  :  pray  you,  go ;  if  you 
do  ftir  abroad,  go  armed. 

Edg.  Armed,  brother ! 

Edm.  Brother,  I  advife  you  to  the  bed ;  I  am 
no  honeft  man,  if  there  be  any  good  meaning  to- 
wards you  ;  I  have  told  you  what  I  have  feen  and 
heard,  but  faintly ;  nothing  like  the  image  and 
horror  of  it ;  pray  you,  away  ! 

Edg.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  ? 

Edm.  I  do  ferve  you  in  this  bufinefs : 
A  credulous  father,  and  a  brother  noble, 
Whofe  nature  is  fo  far  from  doing  harms, 
That  he  fufpects  none  j  on  whofe  foolilh  honefty 
My  practices  ride  eafy  :  I  fee  the  bufinefs. 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit; 
All  with  me's  meet,  that  1  can  fafhion  fit.     [Exit. 


SCENE, 
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SCENE,    tie  Duke  of  Albany'j  Palace. 

Enter  Gonerill,  and  Steward. 
Gon.  My  father  ftrike  my  gentleman  ? 


Ay,  madam. 

Gon.  By  day  and  night,  he  wrongs  me  ;  Ull  not 

endure  it: 

His  knights  grow  riotous,  and  himfelf  upbraids  us 
On  ev'ry  trifle.     When  he  returns  from  hunting, 
I  will  not  fpeak  with  him  ;  fay,  I  am  fick. 
If  you  come  flack  of  former  fervices, 
You  mall  do  well  ;  the  fault  of  it  I'll  anfwer. 

Stew.  I  underftand,  and  will  obey  you,  madam. 

Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  pleafe, 
You  and  your  fellows  :  Fd  have  it  come  to  queftion. 
If  he  diftafte  it,  let  him  to  my  fifter, 
Whofe  mind  and  mine,  I  know,  in  that  are  one, 
Not  to  be  over-rul'd  :  idle  old  Man, 
That  ftill  would  manage  thofe  authorities, 
That  he  hath  given  away.  -- 
Remember  what  I've  laid. 

Stew.  Very  well,  madam. 

Gon.  And  l?t  his  knights  have  colder  looks 
among  you  :  what  grows  of  it,  no  matter  -,  advife 
your  fellows  fo  :  I'll  write  ft  raic  to  my  fifter  to 
hold  my  courfc  :  away  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  an  open  Place  before  the  Palace. 

Enter  Kent  difguis^d. 

Kent.  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow, 
And  can  my  fpeech  diffufe,  my  good  intent 
May  carry  thro'  itfelf  to  that  full  ifiue, 
For   which  I  raz'd  my  likenefs.     Now   banifh'd 

Kent, 

If  thou  canftferve  where  thoudofl  (land  condemn'd, 
So  may  it  come,  thy  mafter,  whom  thou  lov'ft, 
.Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours; 

Enter 
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Enter  Lear,  Krigbts  and  Attendants. 

Lear.  Let  me  not  flay  a  jot  for  dinner,  go,  gef 
it  ready:  how  now,  what  art  thou  ?  [¥G  Kent. 

Kent.  A  man,  fir* 

Lear.  What  doft  thou  profefs  ?  what  would'ft 
thou  with  us  ? 

Kent.  I  do  profefs  to  be  no  lefs  than  I  feem  ;  to 
ferve  him  truly,  that  will  put  me  in  truft  5  to  love 
him  that  is  honeft ;  to  converie  with  him  that  is 
wife,  and  fays  little  j  to  fight  when  1  cannot  chufe, 
and  to  eat  no  fifh. 

Lear.  What  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A  very  honeft-hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor 
as  the  king. 

Lear.  If  thou  beeft  as  poor  for  a  fubjec~b,  as  he 
is  for  a  king,  thou  art  poor  enough.  What  would'ft 
thou  ? 

Kent.  Service. 

Lear.  Whom  would'ft  thou  ferve  ? 

Kent.  You. 

Lear.  Doft  thou  know  me,  fellow  ? 

Kent.  No,  fir ;  but  you  have  that  in  your  coun- 
tenance, which  I  would  fain  call  matter. 

Lear.  What's  that  ? 

Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  fervices  canft  thou  do  ? 

Kent.  I  can  keep  honeft  counfels,  ride,  run, 
marr  a  curious  tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a 
plain  meflage  bluntly  :  that  which  ordinary  men 
are  fit  for,  I  am  qualified  in  ;  and  the  beft  of  me  is 
diligence. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  Not  fo  young,  fir,  to  love  a  woman  for 
fingingj  nor  fo  old,  to  doat  on  her  tor  any  thing.  I 
have  years  on  my  back  forty-eight. 

Lear.  Follow   me,  thou  malt  ferve  me. 

Enter 
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Enter  Steward. 
You,  you,  firrah,  w here's  my  daughter  ? 

Stew..  So  pkafe  you —  [Exit. 

Lear'.  What  fays  the  fellow  there  ?  call  the  clot- 
pole  back. 

Knight.  He  fays,  my  lord,  your  daughter  is  not 
well. 

Lear.  Why  came  not  the  flave  back  to  me  when 
I  cali'd  him  ? 

Knight.  Sir,  he  anfwer'd  me  in  the  rounded  man- 
ner, he  would  not. 

Lear.  He  would  not  ? 

Knight,  My  lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is; 
but  to  my  judgment,  your  highnefs  is  not  enter- 
tain'd  with  that  ceremonious  arTeclion  as  you  were 
wont. 

Lear.  Ha  f  fay 'ft  thou  fo  ? 

Knight.  I  befeech  you  pardon  me,  my  lord,  if  I 
be  miftaken ;  for  my  duty  cannot  be  filent,  when 
I  think  your  highnefs  is  wrong'd. 

Lear.  Trrou  but  remember'tt  me  of  my  own 
conception.  I  have  perceiv'd  a  moft  faint  neglect 
of  late  i  I  will  look  farther  into't.  Go  you  and 
tell  my  daughter,  I  would  fpeak  with  her. 

Enter  Steward. 
O,  you,  fir,  come  you"hither,  fir;  who  am  I,  fir? 

Stew.  My  lady's  father. 

Lear.  My  lady's  father  ?  my  lord's  knave ! 

Stew.  I  am  none  of  thefe,  my  lord  ;  I  befeeeh 
your  pardon. 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  rafcal  ? 

[Strikingbim. 

Stew.  I'll  not  be  (truck,  my  lord  ? 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  you  bafe  foot-ball 
player.  gripping  up  his  heels. 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow.  Thou  ferv'ft  me, 
and  I'll  love  thee. 

Kent.  Come,  fir,  arife,  away.  .. 

[  Pvjhes  the  Steward  out. 
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2"0  themt  Enter  Gonerill. 

Lear.  How  now,  daughter,    what  makes   that 
frontlet  on  ?  you  arc  too  much  of  late  i'th'frown. 

Gen.  Your  infolent  retinue,  fir, 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel,  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not  to  be  endured  riots. 
I  thought  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you, 
T'have  found  a  fafe  redrefs;  but  now  grow  fearful, 
That  you  protect  this  courfe,  and  put  it  on 
By  your  allowance ;  if  you  fhould,  the  fault 
^ould  not  Tcape  cenfure,  nor  the  redrefles  fleep. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  daughter  ? 

Gon.  I  would,  you  would  make  ufe  of  your  good 

wifdom, 

"Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught,  and  put  away 
Thefe  difpofitions,  which  of  late  tranlport  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  know  me  ?  this  is  not  Lear: 
Does  Lear  walk  thus  ?  fpeak  thus  ?  where  are  his 

eyes  ? 

Either  his  notion  weakens,  his  difcernings 
Are  lethargied — Ha  !  waking  ? — 'tis  not  fo  ; 
Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am  ? 
Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman  ? 

Gon.  This  admiration,  fir,  is  much  o'th'favour 
Of  other  your  new  humours.     I  befeech  you, 
To  underftand  my  purpofes  aright. 
You,  as' you're  old  and  reverend,  mould  be  wife. 
Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  knights  and  fquires, 
Men  fo  diforder'd,  fo  debauch'd  and  bold, 
That  this  our  court,  infected  with  their  manners. 
Shews  like  a  riotous  inn.     Be  then  defir'd 
By  her,  that  elfe  will  take  the  thing  fhe  begs, 
Of  fifty  to  difquantity  your  train ; 
And  the  remainders, 
To  be  fuch  men  as  may  befort  your  age, 
And  know  themfelves  and  you. 

Lear.  Darknefs  and  devils ! 

6  Saddle 
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Saddle  my  horfes,  call  my  train  together. 

Degen'rate  viper !  I'll  not  trouble  thee ; 
Yet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 

Gen.  You  ftrike  my  people,  and  your  diforder'd 

rabble 
Make  fervants  of  their  betters. 

To  them,  Enter  Albany. 
Lear.  Woe !  that  too  late  repents.— ^-O,  fir,  arc 

you  come  ? 

Is  it  your  will  ?   fpeak,   fir.     Prepare  my  horfes. — 

[To  Alb. 

Ingratitude  !  thou  marble-hearted  fiend, 
More  hideous  when  thou  Ihew'it  thee  in  a  child, 
Than  the  fea-monfter. 

Alb.  Pray,    fir,    be  patient. 
Lear.  Detefted  kite!  thoa  lieft.      [70  Gonerill. 
My  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rareft  parts, 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know. 
Omoft  fmall  fault! 

How  ugly  didft  thou  in  Cordelia  (hew  1 
Which,  like  an  engine,  wrencht  my  frame  of  nature 
From  the  fix'd  place  ;  drew  from  my  heart  all  love, 
And  added  to  the  gall.     O  Lear,  Lear,  Lear ! 
Beat  at  this  gate  that  let  thy  folly  in, 

[Striking  his  head. 

And  thy  dear  judgment  out. — Go,  go,  my  people. 
Alb.  Now,  gods,  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes 

this? 

Gon.  Never  afflict  yourfelf  to  know  of  it; 
But  let  his  difpofition  have  that  fcope, 
That  dotage  gives  it.  , 

Lear.  What,  fifty  of  my  followers  at  a  clap  ? 
Alb.  What's  the  matter,  fir  ? 
Lear.  I  tell  thee — life  and  death!  I  am  alhara'd, 
That  thou  haft  power  to  (hake  my  manhood  thus  ; 

[T<?  Gon. 

That  thefe  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce, 
Should  make  thee  worth  them.  —  blafts  and  fogs 
upon  thee ! 

C  Th'un- 
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Th'untentcd  woundings  of  a  father's  curfe 
Pierce  every  fenfe  about  thee !  old  fond  eyes, 
Beweep  this  caufe  again,  I'll  pluck  ye  out, 
And  caft  you,  with  the  waters  that  you  lofe, 
To  temper  clay.     No,  Gorgon,  thou  lhalt  fiad, 
That  I'll  refume  the  fhape,   which  thou  doft  think. 
I  have  caft  off  for  ever. 

Alb.  My  lord,  I'm  guiltlefs,  as  I'm  ignorant, 
Of  what  hath  mov'd  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  fo,  my  lord 

Hear,  Nature,  hear ;   dear  goddefs,  hear  a  father! 
If  thou  didft  intend 

To  make  this  creature  fruitful,  change  thy  purpofe; 
Into  her  womb  convey  fterility, 
Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increafe, 
And  from  her  derogate  body  never  fpring 
A  babe  to  honour  her!   If  me  muft  teem, 
Create  her  child  of  fpleen,  that  it  may  live, 
And  be  a  thwart  difnatur'd  torment  to  her; 
Let  it  (lamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth, 
With  cadent  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks  : 
Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 
To  laughter  and  contempt  •,   that  (he  may  feel, 
How  (harper  than  aferpent's  tooth  it  is, 
To  have  a  thanklefs  child. —  Go,  go,  my  people. 

[Exeunt. 


END    of    the    FIRST    ACT, 
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ACT       IL 

SCENE,   an  Apartment  In  the  Cajlle  belonging 
to  the  Earl  of  Glocefter. 

Enler  Edmund. 

H  E  Duke  be  here  to-night !  the  bet- 
ter!  beft! 
This   weaves  itfelf  perforce  into  my 

bufmefs, 

Which  I  muft  aft:   briefnefs  and  for- 
tune, work  ! 
Brother,  a  word  ;  defcend ;  brother,  I  fay  ;  — 

To  him.  Enter  Edgar 
My  father  watches ;  O,  fir,  fly  this  place, 
Intelligence  is  giv'n  where  you  are  hid ; 

You've  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night * 

Have  you  not  fpoken  'gainft  the  duke  of  Cornwall? 
He's  coming  hither  now  i'th'night,   i'th'hafte, 
And  Regan  with  him  ,   have  you  nothing  faid 
Upon  his  party  'gainft  the  duke  of  Albany  ? 
Advife  yourfelf. 

Edg.  I'm  fure  on't  not  a  word. 

Edm.   1  hear  my  father  coming.     'Tis  not  fafe 
To  tarry  here.     Fly,  brother!   hence!   away. 

[Exit  Edgar. 

Glo'fter  approaches.  —  Now  for  a  feigned  fcuffle! 
-—Yield!  come  before  my  father!  lights,  here,lights  I 
Some  blood  drawn  on  me,   would  beget  opinion 

[Wounds  his  arm. 

Of  my  more  fierce  encounter.    I've  feen  drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  fport.     Father!    father! 
Scop,  (top,  no  help? — 

C  2  <T9 
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<To  him,  enter  Glocefter  and  fervants  with  torches. 

Glo.  Now,  Edmund,   where's  the  villain  ? 

Edm.  Here  flood  he  in  the  dark,  his  (harp  fword  out, 
Mumbling  of  wicked  charms,  conj'ring  the  moon 
To  ftand's  aufpicious  miftrefs. 

Glo.  But  where  is  he? 

Edm.   Look,  Sir,   I  bleed. 

Glo.   Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund  ? 

Edm.  Fled  this  way,  fir,  when   by  no  means  he 
could  — 

G70.Purfue  him,  ho!  goafter.  By  no  means, what? 

Edm.  Perfuade  me  to  the  murtherof  yourlordlhip. 
But  that,   I  told  him,  the  revenging  gods 
'Gainft  Parricides  did  all  their  thunder  bend, 
Spoke  with  how  manifold  and  ftrong  a  bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  th'father —  Sir*   in  h"ne3 
Seeing  how  lothly  oppofite  I  ftocd 
To  his  unnat'ral  purpofe,   in  fell  motion 
With  his  prepared  fword  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,   lanced  my  arm  ; 
Till  at  length  gafted  by  the  noiie  I  made, 
Full  luddcnly  he  fled. 

Glo.  Let  him  fly  far  ; 
Not  in  this  land  (hall  h«  remain  uncaught. 
The  noble  duke, 

My  worthy  and  arch  patron,  comes  to-night; 
By  his  authority  t  will  proclaim  it, 
Thit  he,  which  finds  him,  Jhalldcferve  our  thanks^ 
l:Ie  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Edm.   When  I  diffuaded  him  from  his  intent, 
And  threaten'd  to  dilcoverhim  ;    he  replied, 
Thou  unpofiefling  Baftard  t   do'ft  thou  think, 
If  I  would  ftand  againft  thee,   the  repofal 
Of"  any  truft,  virtue,  or  worth  in  thee 
Would  make  thy  words  faith'd  I  no;  I'd  turn  it  all 
To  thy  fuggeftion,   plot,    and  damned  practice. 

Glo.  O  itrange,   faften'd,   villain! 
Would  he  deny  his  letter  ? 

4  All 
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All  ports  I'll  bar ;    the  villain  fhall  not  Tcape ; 
I  will  fend  far  and  near,   that  all  the  kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him  ;  and  of  my  land, 
(Loyal  and  natural  boy  ! )    I'll  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  tbe  Outfide  of  the  Earl  of  Glocefter'j  Caftls. 
Enter  Kent,  and  Steward?  five-rally. 

Stew.  Good  evening  to  thte,  friend;  art  of  this 
houfe  ? 

Kent.   Ay, 

Stew.  Where  may  we  fet  our  horfes  ? 

Kent.  J'th'mire. 

Stew.  Pr'ythee,  if  thou  lov'ft  me,  tell  me. 

Kent.  I  love  thee  not. 

Stew.  Why  then  I  care  not  for  the?. 

Kent.  If  1  had  thee  inLipfbury  pinfold,  I  would 
make  thee  care  for  me. 

Stew.  Why  doft  thou  ufc  me  thus  ?  I  know  thee 
nor. 

Kent.  Fellow,    I  know  thee. 

Stew    What  doft  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kent.  A  knave,  a  rafcal,  an  eaterof  broken  meats, 
a  bafe,  proud,  (hallow,  beggarly,  ihree-fuited,  hun- 
dred pound,  filthy  worfted-ftocking  knave;  a  lilly- 
liver'd,  action-taking,  knave;  a  whorfon,  glafs- 
gazina,  fuperferviceable  finical  tongue;  one  that 
would'ft  be  a  bawd  in  way  of  good  fervice  ;  and  art 
nothing  but  the  competition  of  knave,  beggar,  cow- 
ard, pander;  one  whom  I  will  beat  into  clamour- 
ous whining,  if  thou  deny'ft  the  leaft  fyllable  of 
thy  addition. 

Stew.  Why,  what  a  monftrous  fellow  art  thou, 
thus  to  rail  on  one,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee 
nor  knows  thee  ? 

Kent.  What  a  bnzen-fac'd  varlet  art  thou,  thus 

to  deny  thou  know'ft  me?  it  is  two  days  ago,   fince 

I  tript  up  thy  heels,  and  beat  thee  before  the  king? 

draw,  you  rogue ;  for  thp'  it  be  night,  yet  the  moon 

C   3  ihines; 
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mines ;    1*11  make  a  fop  o'th'  moonfhine  of  you  j 
youwhorfon,  cullionly,  barber-monger,   draw. 

[Drawing  his  fword. 

Stew.  Away,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  Draw,  you  rafcal;  you  come  with  letters 
againft  the  king;  and  take  vanity,  the  puppet's  part, 
againft  the  royalty  of  her  father  -,  draw,  you  rogue, 
or  I'll  fo  carbonado  your  Ihanks  —  draw,  you  rafcal, 
come  your  ways. 

Stew.  Help,  ho  !  mnrther  !  help  !  • . 

Kent.  Strike,  you  flave;  ftand,  rogue,  ftand,  you 
neat  flave,  ftrike.  [Beating  him  I 

Stew.  Help  ho!  murther!   murther! —  [Exeunt. 

Flourijh.     Enter  Cornwall  and   Regan,    attended -9 
meeting  Glocefter  and  Edmund. 

GIo.  Your  graces  are  right  welcome. 

Corn.  How  now,  my  noble  friend  ?  fince  I  came 

hither, 
Which  I  can  call  but  now,  I  have  heard  ftrange  news. 

Reg.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  too  fhort, 
Which  can  purfue  th'offender  :  how  does  my  lord  ? 

GIo.  O  madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd,'tis  crack'd. 

Reg.  What,  did  my  father's  god  Ton  feek  your  life? 
He  whom  my  father  nam'd,  your  Edgar  ? 

GIo.  O,  lady,  lady,  fhame  would  have  it  hid. 

Reg.  Was  he   not  companion  with  the  riotous 

knights, 
That  tend  upon  my  father  ? 

GIo.  I  know  not,  madam  :  'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 

Edm.  Yes,  madam,  he  was  of  that  conibrt. 

Reg.  No  marvel  then,  tho'  he  were  ill  affected ; 
"Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death, 
To  have  th'expence  and  wafte  of  his  revenues. 
I  have  this  prefent  evening  from  my  fitter 
Been  well  inform'd  of  them  ;  and  withfuch  cautions, 
That  if  they  come  to  fojourn  at  my  houfe, 
I'll  not  be  there. 

Corn.  Nor  I,  allure  thee,  Regan. 

Edmund, 
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Edmund,  I  heir,  that  you  have  fhewn  your  father 
A  child-like  office. 

Edm.  'Twas  my  duty,  Or. 

Gk.  He  did  reveal  his  practice,  and  receiv'd 
This  hurt  you  lee,  driving  to  apprehend  him. 

Corn.  Is  he  purfu'd  ? 

Glo.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Corn.  If  he  be  taken,  he  lhall  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm.     As  for  you,  Edmund, 
Whofe  virtue  and  obedience  doth  this  inftant 
So  much  commend  itfelf,  you  mall  be  ours  : 
Natures  of  fuch  deep  truft  we  mail  much  need. 

Edm.  I  fhall  lerve  you,  fir,  truly,  however  elfe. 

Glo.  I  thank  your  grace. 

Reg.  Our  father  he  hath  writ,  fo  hath  our  filler, 
Of  differences,  which  I  bed  thought  it  fit 
To  anfwer  from  our  home  :  the  fev'ral  mefTengers 
From  hence  attend  difpatch.     Our  good  old  friend, 
Lay  comferts  to  your  bofom  •,   and  beftow 
Your  needful  counfel  to  our  bufmefles, 
Which  crave  the  inflant  ufe. 

Glo.  I  ferve  you,    madam. 

Enter  Steward  and  Kent,  with  fwords  drawn. 

Glo.  Weapons  ?   arms  ?  what's  the  matter  here  ? 

Corn.  Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives;  he  dies, 
that  ftrikes  again  ;  what's  the  matter  ? 

Reg.  The  meficngersfrom  ourfifter  and  the  King? 

Corn.  What  is  your  difference  ?  fpeak. 

Stew.  I  am  fcarce  in  breath,  my  lord. 

Kent.  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  beitir'd  your 
valour  ;  you  cowardly  rafcal !  nature  difclaims  all 
ihare  in  thee  :  a  tailor  made  thee. 

Corn.  Thou  art  a  ftrange  fellow ;  a  tailor  make  a 
man  ? 

Kent.  Ay,  a  tailor, fir;  a  ftone-cutter,  or  a  painter 
could  not  have  made  him  fo  ill,  though  they  had 
been  but  two  hours  o'th'  trade.  , 

Corn.  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel  ? 

C  4  Stew. 
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Sieve.  This  ancient  ruffian,  fir,  whofe  life  I  have 
ipar'd  at  fnit  of  his  grey  beard — •• — 

Kent.  Thou  whorfon  zed !  thou  unneceflary 
letter!  my  lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will 
tread  this  unbolted  vilhin  into  mortar,  and  daub 
the  wall  of  a  j  ikes  with  him.  Spare  my  grey 
beard  ?  you  wagtail ! 

Corn.  Peace,   fir  rah  !   Know  you  no  reverence  ? 

Kent.  Yes,  fir,  but  anger  hath  a  privilege. 

Corn.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent.  That  fuch  a  Have   as   this  fhou'd  wear  a 

fvvord, 

Who  wears  no  honefty:  fuch  fmilingroguesas  thefe, 
Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  in  twain 
Too  intricate  to  unloofe  :   footh  every  paffion, 
That  in  the  nature  of  their  lords  rebels  : 
Bring  oil  to  fire,  fnow  to  their  colder  moods  ; 
Forfwear,    affirm,   and  turn  their  halcyon  beaks 
With  ev'ry  gale  and  vary  of  their  matters  -, 
As  knowing  nought,  like  dogs,  but  following, 
A  plague  upon  your  epileptick  vifage  ! 
Smile  you  my  fpeechcs,  as  I  were  a  fool  P 
Gooie,  if  I  had  you  upon  Sarum  plain, 
I'd  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camelot. 

Corn.  What  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow  ? 

Glo.  .How  fell  you  out  ?  fay  that. 

Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy, 
Than  I  and  fuch  a  knave. 

Corn.  Why  doft  thou  call  him  knave  ?  what  is 
his  fault  ? 

Kent.  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 

Corn.  No  more,  perchance,   does  mine,  nor  his, 
nor  hers. 

Kent.  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  pliin; 
I  have  feen  better  faces  in  my  time, 
Than  ftand  on  any  moulders  that  I  fee 
Before  me  at  this  inftant. 

C'.rn.  Th;s  is  fome  fellow, 

V/ho  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntnefs,  doth  affect 

A  lawcy 


K  I  N  G     L  E  A  R.  $5 

A  fawcy  roughnefs  ;  and  conftrains  the  garb, 

Quite  trom  his  nature.     He  can't  flatter,   he, . 

An  honed  mind  and  plain,  he  muft  fpeak  truth ; 
And  they  will  take  it,  fo ;  if  not,   he's  plain. 
Thefe  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainnefs 
Harbour  more  craft,  and  more  corrupt  defign, 
Than  twenty  filly  ducking  minions, 
That  ftretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Kent.  Sir,  in  good  faith,  in  fincere  verity, 
Under  th*  allowance  of  your  grand  afpeft, 
Whofe  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 
On  flickering  Phoebus'  front 

Corn.  What  mean'ft  by  this  ? 

Kent.  To  go  out  of  my  dialed!:,  which  you  dif- 
commend  fo  much  :  I  know  fir,  I  am  no  flatterer; 
he,  that  beguil'd  you  in  a  plain  accent,  was  a  plain 
knave  ;  which  for  my  part  I  will  not  be,  though  I 
(hould  win  your  difpleafure  to  intreat  me  to't. 

Corn  What  was  th'  offence  you  gave  him  ? 

Stew.  I  never  gave  him  any  : 
It  pleas'd  the  King  his  mafter  very  lately 
To  ftrike  at  me  upon  his  mifconftruc~bion  ; 
When  he  conjunct,  and  flatt'ring  his  difpleafure, 
Tript  me  behind  ;  being  down,  infulted,  rail'd, 
And  put  upon  him  fuch  a  deal  of  man, 
That  he  got  praifes  of  the  King, 
For  him  attempting  who  was  felf-fubdu'd  ; 
And  in  the  flefhment  of  this  dread  exploit, 
Drew  on  me  here  again. 

Kent.  None  of  thefe  rogues  and  cowards, 
But  Ajax  is  their  fool. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  (locks  ! 
You  ftubborn  ancient  knave,  you  rev'rend  braggart, 
We'll  teach  you- — r- 

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn  : 
Call  not  your  flocks  for  me  -,  I  lerve  the  King  ; 
On  whole  employment  I  was  fent  to  you. 
You  (halldofmall  refpect,  fhew  too  bold  malice 
Againft  the  grace  and  perfon  of  my  mafter, 
Stocking  his  mefiTenger.  Cent. 


26  K  I  N  G     L  E  A  R. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  ftocks ; 
As  I  have  life  and  honour,  tnere  (hall  he  fit  'till  noon. 

Reg.  'Till  noon  !  'till  night,  my  lord,  and  all 
night  too. 

Kent.  Why,  madam,  if  I  were  your  father's  dog, 
You  could  not  ufe  me  Jo. 

Reg.  Sir,  beinghis  knave,  I  will.  [Stocksbroughtout. 

Corn.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  felf  fame  nature 
Our  fifter  fpeaks  of.  Come,  bring  away  the  ftocks. 

Glo.  Let  me  befeech  your  grace  not  to  do  fo ; 
His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  King  his  matter 
Will  check  him  for  it ;  but  muft  take  it  ill 
To  be  thus  flighted  in  his  mefienger. 

Corn.  I'll  anfwer  that. 

Reg.  My  fifter  may  receive  it  worfe, 
To  have  her  gentleman  abus'd,  affaulted. 

[Kent  is  put  in  tie  flocks. 
Come,  my  lord,  away.         [Exeunt  Reg.  and  Corn. 

Glo.  I'm  forry  for  thee,  friend ;  'tis  the  Duke's 

pleafure, 

Whofe  difpofition,  all  the  world  well  knows, 
Will  not  be  check'd  nor  ftop'd.  I'll  intreat  for  thee. 

Kent.  Pray,  do  not,  fir,  I've  watch'd  and  travell'd 

hard ; 

Some  time  I  (hall  deep  out,  the  reft  I'll  whiftle  : 
A  good  man's  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heels ; 
Give  you  good  morrow. 

Glo.  The  Duke's  to  blame  in  this,  'twill  be  ill 
taken.  [Exit. 

Kent.  Approach,  thou   beacon    to  this   under- 
globe,  [Looking  up  to  the  moon. 

That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  I  may 
Perufe  this  letter.    I  know,  'tis  from  Cordelia ; 
Who  hath  mod  fortunately  been  inform'd 
Of  my  obfcure  courfe.  All  weary  and  o'er-watch'd. 
Take  vantage  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  fhameful  lodging. 

Fortune,  good  night ;  fmik  once  more,  turn  thy 
wheel.  [Sleeps. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  a  part  of  a  Heath. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  I've  heard  myfelf  proclaim'd ; 
And,  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree, 
Efcap'd  the  hunt.     No  port  is  free,  no  place, 
That  guard  and  moft  unufual  vigilance 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.  Whiles  I  may  'fcape, 
I  will  preferve  myfelf :  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafeft  and  the  pooreft  mape, 
That  ever  Penury  in  contempt  of  man 
Brought  near  to  beaft :  my  face  I  will  befmear, 
Blanket  my  loins ;  elfe  all  my  hair  in  knots ; 
And  out-face 

The  winds,  and  perfecutions  of  the  fky. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  precedent 
Of  bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices, 
Strike  in  their  numb'd  and  mortify'd  bare  arms 
Pins,  iron-fpikes,  thorns,  fprigs  of  rofemary  ; 
And  thus  from  fheep-cotes,  villages,  and  mills, 
Inforce  their  charity ;  poor  Turlygood !  poor  Tom ! 
That's  fomething  yet:  Edgar  I  nothing  am.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes,  again,  to  the  Earl  of  Glocefat's 

Cajtle. 
Kent  in  the  flocks.     Enter  Lear  and  Attendants. 

'Lear.  '  Fis  ftrange,  that  they  fhould  fo  depart 

from  home, 
And  not  fend  back  my  meffenger. 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  noble  matter ! 

Lear.  Ha !  mak'ft  thou  thy  fhame  thy  pailime  ? 

Kent.  No,  my  lord. 

Lear.  What's  he,  that  hath  fo  much  thy  place 

miftook, 
To  fet  thee  here  ? 

Kent.  It  is  both  he  and  Ihe, 
Your  fon  and  daughter. 

Lear.  No. 

Kent.  Yes. 
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Lear.  No,  I  fay. 

Kent.  I  fay  yea. 

Lear.  By  Jupiter,  I  fwear  no. 

Kent.  By  Juno,  I  fwear,  ay. 

Lear.  They  durft  not  do't. 
They  could  not,  would  not  do't  j  'tis  worfe 

murther, 

To  do  upon  refpect  fuch  violent  outrage  : 
Refolve  me  with  all  modeft  hafte,  which  way 
Thou  might'ft  deferve,  or  they  impofe,  this  ufage5 
Coming  from  us. 

Kent.  My  lord,  while  at  their  home 
I  did  commend  your  highnefs'  letters  to  them, 
Came  a  reeking  poft, 

Stew'd  in  his  hafte,  half  breathlefs,  panting  forth 
From  Gonerill  his  miftrefs,  falutation  ; 
Delivered  letters  fpight  of  intermiffion, 
Which  prefently  they  read  :  on  whofe  contents 
They  fummon'd  up  their  train,  and  ftrait  took  horfe ; 
Commanding  me  to  follow  and  attend 
The  leifure  of  their  anfwer ;  gave  me  cold  looks  •, 
And  meeting  here  the  other  meffenger, 
Whofe  welcome,  I  perceiv'd,  had  poifon'd  mine ; 
(Being  the  very  fellow,  which  of  late 
Difplay'd  fo  fawcily  againft  your  highnefs,) 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  I  drew  ; 
He.rais'd  the  houfe  with  loud  and  coward  cries: 
Your  fon  and  daughter  found  this  trefpafs  worth 
The  fhame  which  here  it  fuffers. 

Lear.   Oh,  how  this  mother  fwells  up  tow'rd  my 

heart ! 

Down,  down,  thou  climbing  forrow  ! 
Thy  element's  below;  where  is  this  daughter  ? 

Kent.  With  the  Earl,  fir,  here  within. 

Enter  Glocefter. 

Lear.  Now  Glo'fter ! 
Glo.  [Whifpers  Lear.] 
Lear.  Ha  !  how's  this  ? 

Deny 
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Deny  to  fpeak  with  me?  they're  fick,  they're  weary, 
They  have  travell'd  all  the  night  ?  mere  fetches, 
The  images  of  revolt  and  flying  off. 
Bring  me  a  better  anfwer  ! 

Glo.  My  dear  lord, 
You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  duke •• 

Lear.  Vengeance  !  plague  !  death  !  confufion! — 
Fiery  ?  what  quality  ?  why,  Glocefter,  Glocefter, 
I'd  ipeak  with  the  Duke  of  Cornwall,  and  his  wife, 

Glo.  Well,  my  good  lord,  1  have  inform'd  them  fo, 

Lear.  Inform'd   them  ?    doit   thou   underftand 
me,  man? 

Glo.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Lear.  The  King  would   fpeak  with  Cornwall, 

the  dear  father 
Wou'd  with  his  daughter  fpeak  -,  commands  her 

fervice  : 

Are  they  inform'd  of  this  ? — my  breath  and  blood ! — 
Fiery  ?  the  fiery  Duke  ?  tell  the  hot  Duke,  that — 
No,  but  not  ytt ;  may  be,  he  is  not  well ; 
Infirmity  doth  (till  nrgleft  all  office, 
Whereto  our  health  is  bound.     I  will  forbear, 
Nor  tafk  the  indifpos'd  and  fickly  fit 
As  the  found    man. — Death  on   my  (late  !    but 

wherefore 

Should  he  fit  here  ?  this  aft  perfuades  me,' 
That  this  remotion  of  the  Duke  and  her 
Is  practice  only.     Give  me  my  fervant  forth ; 
Go,  tell  the  Duke  and's  wife,  I'd  fueak. with  them: 
Now,  prefently, — bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me, 
Or  at  their  chamber-door  I'll  beat  the  drum, 
'Till  it  cry,  deep  to  death. — Oh  !  are  you  come  ? 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  and  Servants. 

Corn.  Hail  to  your  grace  !     [Kent  isfet  at  liberty, 
Lear.  Good  morrow  both  ! 
Oh  me,  my  heart !  my  rifing  heart !  but  down! 
Reg,  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  highnefs. 
Lear.  Regan,  I  think  you  are  -,    I   know  4?vhat 
reafjn  I  have 
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I  have  to  think  fo  ;  if  thou  wert  not  glad, 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb, 
Sepulchring  an  adultrefs.     Beloved  Regan, 
Thy  fitter's  naught :  Oh  Regan,  fhe  hath  tied 
Sharp-tooth'd  unkindnefs,  like  a  vulture  here  •, 

\_Points  to  his  bearf. 

I  can  fcarce  fpeak  to  thee ;  thou'lt  not  believe, 
With  how  deprav'd  a  quality — oh  Regan  ! 

Reg.  I  pray  you,  fir,  take  patience  j  I  have  hope, 
You  lefs  know  how  to  value  her  deferr, 
Than  fhe  to  fcant  her  duty. 

Lear.  Say  ?  how  is  that  ? 

Reg.  1  cannot  think,  my  fifter  in  the  leaft 
Would  fail  her  obligation.     If,  perchance, 
She  have  reftrain'd  the  riots  of  your  followers ; 
'Tis  on  fuch  ground,  and  to  fuch  wholfome  end, 
As  clears  her  from  all  blame. 

Lear.  My  curfes  on  her ! 

Reg.  O,  fir,  you  a  re  old;  youfliouldberul'd  andkd 
By  fome  difcretion  •,  therefore,  I  pray  you, 
That  to  our  fifter  you  do  make  return  ; 
Say,  you  have  wrong'd  her,  fir. 

Lear.  Afk  her  forgivenefs  ? 
Do  you  but  mark,  how  this  becometh  us  f 
Dear  daughter,   I  confefs  that  I  am  old  ; 
Age  is  Unnecefiary  :  on  my  knees  1  beg, 
That  you'll  vouchfafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food. 

Reg.  Good  fir,  no  more  ;  thefe  are    unfightly 

humours. 
Return  you  to  my  fifter. 

Lear.  Never,  Regan : 
She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train  •, 
Look'd  blank  upon  me-,  (truck  me  with  her  tongue 
Moft  ferpent-like,  upon  the  very  heart. 
All  the  ftor'd  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingrateful  top ! 

Reg.  O  the  bleft  gods  ! 
So  will  you  wifli  on  me,  when  the  ram  mood  is  on. 

Lear.  No,    Regan,  thou  malt  never  have  my 
curfe : 


K  I  N  G     L  E  A  R.  31 

Thy  tender-hefted  nature  mall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  harfhnefs.     'Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleafures,  to  cut  off  my  train, 
To  bandy  hafty  words.     Thou  better  know'ft 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  child-hood, 
Effects  of  courtefie,  dues  of  gratitude : 
Thy  half  o'th'  kingdom  thou  haft  not  forgot, 
Wherein  I  thee  endow'd. 

Reg.  Good  fir,  to  th'  purpofe.  [Trumpet  within. 

Lear.  Who  put  my  man  i'th'  ftocks  ? 
Enter  Steward. 

Corn.  What  trumpet's  that  ? 

Reg.  I  know't,  my   lifter's :  this  approves  her 

letter, 
That  fhe  would  foon  be  here.  Is  your  lady  come  ? 

Lear.  Out,  varlet,  from  my  fight ! 

Corn.  What  means  your  grace  ? 

Enter  Gonerill. 

Lear.    Who  ftockt   my   fervant?   Regan,  I've 
good  hope, 

Thou  didft  not  know  on't Who  comes  here  ? 

O  heav'ns, 

If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  fvveet  fway 

Hallow  obedience,  if  yourfelves  are  old, 

Make  it  your  caufe ;  fend  down  and  take  my  part. 

Art  not  amam'd  to  look  upon  this  beard  ? 

O  Regan,  will  you  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 

Can.  Why  not  by  th'hand,  fir  ?  how  have  I  of- 

fended  ? 

All's  not  offence,  that  indifcretion  finds, 
And  dotage  terms  fo. 

Lear.  O  fides,  you  are  too  tough  \ 
Will  you  yet  hold  ? — how  came  my  man  i'th'  ftocks  ? 

Corn.  I  fet  him  there,  fir;  but  his  own  diforders 
Deferv'd  much  lefs  advancement. 

Lear.  You  ?  did  you  ? 

Reg.  I  pray  you,  father,  being  weak,  feem  fo. 
If,  'till  the  expiration  of  your  month, 

6    '  You 
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You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  my  filter, 
Difmiffing  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me  ! 
I'm  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provifiori 
Which  (hall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her?  and  fifty  men  difmifs'd  ? 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  chufe 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl ; 
Than  have  my  fmallcft  wants  fupplied  by  her. 
Gon.  At  your  choice,  fir. 

Lear.  I  pr'ythee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad., 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child.     Farewtl ; 
We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  fee  one  another. 
Let  fhame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it ; 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder  bearer  (hoot, 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jove. 
Mend,  when  thou  canft  ;  be  better,  at  thy  kifure, 
I  can  be  patient,  I  can  flay  with  Regan  -, 
I,  and  rny  hundred  knights. 
Reg.  Not  altogether  ib  : 
I  look'd  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome. 

Lear.  Is  this  well  fpoken  ? 
Reg.  I  dare  avouch  it,  fir :  whar,  fifty  followers? 
Is  it  not  well  ?   what  Ihould  you  need  of  more  ? 
Yea,  or  fo  many  ?   fince  both  charge  and  danger 
Spenk  'gainft  fo  great  a  number  :  how  in  one  houfe 
Should  many  people  under  two  commands 
Hold  amity  ?     3Tis  hard,  almoft  impoffible. 
Gen.  Why  might  not  you,  my  lord,  receive  at- 
tendance 

From  thofe  that  (he  calls  fervants,   or  from  mine  ? 
Rsg.   Why  not,   my  lord?   if  then  theychanc'd 

to  flack  ye, 

We  could  controul  them.     If  you'll  come  to  me, 
(For  now  I  fpy  a  danger)  I  entreat  you 
To  bring  but  five-and-twenty  -,   to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  1  gave  you  all 

Reg*  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it. 

Lear. 
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Lear.  Oh,  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  fweet 

heav'n ! 
Keep  me  in  temper !   I  would  not  be  mad  ! 

Gon.  Hear  me,   my  lord  •, 
What  need  you  five-and-twenty,  ten,  or  five, 
To  follow  in  a  houfe,   where  twice  fo  many 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you  ? 

Reg.    What  needs  one  ? 

Lear.  O,  reafon  not  the  need:  our  bafeft  beggars 
Are  in  the  pooreft  thing  fuperfluous  ; 
Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
Man's  life  is  cheap  as  beafts.     But  for  true  need, 
You  heav'ns,  give  me  that  patience  which  I  need  t 
You  fee  me  here,  you  gods,  a  poor  old  man, 
As  full  of  grief  as  years ;   wrenched  in  both ; 
If  it  be  you  that  flir  thefe  daughters'  hearts 
Againft  their  father,  fool  me  not  fo  much 
To  bear  it  tamely  ;  touch  me  with  noble  anger ; 

0  let  not  women's  weapons,  water-drops, 
Stain  my  man's  cheeks !  No,  you  unnat'ral  hags, 

1  will  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both, 

That  all  the  world  {hall  —  I  will  do  fuch  things, 
What  they  are,  yet  I  know  hot ;   but  they  fhall  be 
The  terrors  of  the  earth  :  you  think,  I'll  weep; 
No,  I'll  not  weep.     I  have  full  caufe  of  weeping  : 
This  heart  fhall  break  into  a  thoufand  flaws, 
Or  ere  I  weep.     O  gods,  I  fhall  go  mad  !  [Exeunt. 


E  N  D    of   the    SECOND    ACT, 
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ACT       III. 

SCENE,      A  Heath.      Storm. 
Enter  Lear  and  Kent. 


Lear. 

winds,  and  crack  your  cheeks; 
rage,  blow  \ 

and    hurricanoes, 
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>•.&...!..  .&-..;-...&  jg  Till  you  have  drench'd  our  fteeples, 
}SO£( &&&M         drown'd  the  cocks  ? 
You  lulph'rous  and  thought-executing  fires, 
Vaunt  couriers  of  oak-cleaving  thunder-bolts, 
Singe  my  white  head.   Andthouall  Ihakingthunder, 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o'th' world  ; 
Crack  nature's  mould,  all  gcrmins  fpill  at  once 
That  make  ingrateful  man. 

Kent.  Not  all  rr»y  bell  intreaties  can  pcrfuade  him 
Into  fome  needful  flicker,  or  to  *bide 
This  poor  flight  cov'ring  on  his  aged  head, 
Expos'd  to  this  wild  v/ar  of  earth  and  heav'n. 

[Thunder. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  belly  full,  fpit  fire,  fpout  rain ; 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters ; 
I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindnels  5 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,  call'd  you  children  5 
You  owe  me  no  fublcripnon.     Then  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleafure ;  —  here  I  (land  your  flave ; 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpis'd  old  man  ! 
But  yet  I  call  you  fervile  minifters, 
That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  joyn'd 

You 
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Yourhigh-engender'd  battles,  'gainftahead 
So  old  and  white  as  this.     Oh !  oh  !   'tis  foul. 

Kent.  Hard  by,  fir,  is  a  hovel  that  will  lend 
Some  fhelter  from  this  tempeft. 

Lear.  No,   I  will  be  the  pattern  of  all  patience : 
I  will  lay  nothing. 

Kent.  Alas,  Sir !   things  that  love  night, 
Love  not  fuch  nights  as  thefe :  the  wrathful  Skies 
Gallow  the  very  wand'rers  of  the  dark, 
And  make  them  keep  their  caves :  fmce  I  was  man, 
Such  (beets  of  fire,  fuch  burfts  of  horrid  thunder, 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard. 

Lear.  Lee  the  great  gods, 
That  keep  this  dreadful  pudder  o'er  our  heads, 
Find  out  theirenemics  now.  Tremble,  thou  wretch. 
That  haft  within  thee  undivulged  crimes, 
Unwhipt  of  juftice.    Hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand : 
Thou  perjure,  and  thou  fimular  of  virtue, 
That  art  inceftuous  :  caitiff,  make  to  pieces, 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  feeming, 
Haft  pradis'd  on  man's  life: — Clofe  pent-up  guilts, 
Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  afk 
Thefe  dreadful  fummoners  grace. — I  am  a  man, 
More  finn'd  againft,  than  finning. 

Kent.  Good  fir,  to  the  hovel! 

Lear.  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 
Come  on,  my  boy.    How  doft,  my  boy?  art  cold? 
I'm  cold  myfelf.     Where  is  the  ftraw,  my  fellow  ? 
The  art  of  our  neceflities  is  ftrange, 
That  can  make  vile  things  precious.     Come,  your 

hovel; 

Poor   knave,  I've  one  part  in  my  heart, 
That's  forry  yet  for  thee.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE,    An  Apartment  in  GlocefterV  Caftle. 

Enter  Glocefter,  and  Edmund. 
Glo.  Alack,  alack,  Edmund,  I  like  not  this  un- 
natural dealing  -,  when  I  defired  their  leave  that  I 
D  2 
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might  pity  him,  they  took  from  me  the  ufe  of  mine 
own  houfe ;  charg'd  me  on  pain  of  perpetual  dif- 
pleafure,  neither  to  fpeak  of  him,  entreat  for  him, 
or  any  way  fuftain  him. 

Rdm.  Moft  lavage  and  unnatural  ! 

Glo.  GJ  to;  lay  you  nothing.  There  is  divifion 
between  the  Dukes,  and  a  worfe  matter  than  that: 
I  have  receiv'd  a  letter  this  nighr,  'tis  dangerous  to 
be  fpoken  ;  (I  have  lock'd  the  letter  in  my  clofet :) 
'  thefe  injuries,  the  king  now  bears,  will  be  revenged 
home-,  there  is  part  of  a  power  already  footed;  we 
muft  incline  to  the  k:ng:  I  will  look  for  him,  and 
privily  relieve  him;  go  you,  and  maintain  talk  with 
the  Duke,  that  my  charity  be  not  of  him  perceiv'd. 
Tf  he  a(k  for  me,  1  am  ill,  and  gone  to  bed;  if  I 
d;e  for  it,  as  no  leis  is  threaten'd  me,  the  king  my 
old  mafter  muft  be  relieved.  There  are  ftrange 
things  toward,  Edmund;  pray  you  be  c  a  refill.  [Exif. 

Edm    This  courtely,  forbid  ihee,  mail  the  duke 
Inftantly  know,  and  of  that  letter  too. 
This  feems  a  fair  deferving,  and  mult  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  lofes  ;  no  lefs  than  all. 
The  younger  rifes  when  the  old  doth  fall.       \_Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Part  cf  the  Heath  with  a  Hovel. 

Enter  Lear  and  Kent. 
Kent.  Here  is  the  place,  my  lord;  good  my  lord, 

enter ; 

The  tyranny  oath'  open  night's  too  rough 
T'or  nature  to  endwe. 
Lear.   I  ,et  me  alone. 
Kent.  Good  my  lord,   enter  here. 
Lear.   W  th  break  my  heart  ? 
Kent.  I'd  rather  breaic  mine  own;  good  my  lord, 

enter. 

Lear.  Thou  think'ft  'cis  much,  that  this  conten- 
ts." s  dorm 

Invades  us  to  the  (kin;   fo  'tis  to  thee  ; 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  fixr, 

The 
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The  lefifer  is  fcarce  felt.     The  temped  in  my  mind 
Doth  from  my  fenfes  take  all  feeling  eife, 
Save  what  beats  there.     Filial  ingratitude  ! 
Is  it  not,  as  this  mouth  mould  tear  this  hand 
For  lifting  food  to't  ?  — But  I'll  puniih  home. 
No,   1  will  wtep  no  more  —  In  fuch  a  night, 
To  (hut  me  out? — pour  on,  1  will  endure  : 
Jn  fuch  anight  as  this?   O  Regan,   Gonerill, 
Your  old  kind  father,  whofe  frank  heart  gave  all — 
O,   that  way  madnefs  lies;    let  me.  ihun  thac ; 
No  more  of  that 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Pr'ythee,  go  in  thyielf;  feek  thine  own  eafe; 
This  tempeft  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  things  would  hurt  me  more-   but  I'll  go  in  ; 

In,  boy,  go  firft.     You  houfelcfs  poverty 

Nay,  get  thee  in;   I'll  pray,  and  then  I'll  fleep— 
Poor  naked  wretches,  wherefoe'er  you  are, 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pidlefs  ftorm  ! 
How  (hall  your  houlelefs  heads,  and  unfed  fides, 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggednefs  defend  you 
From  feafons  fuch  as  thefe  ? — O,  I  have  ta'cn 
Too  little  care  of  this!    Take  phyfic     pomp; 
Expofe  thyfelf  to  feel  what  wretches  feel, 
That  thou  may 'ft  (bake  the  fuperflux  to  them, 
And  (hew  the  heav'ns  more  juft. 

Edg.  within.  Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and  half! 
poor  Tom. 

Kent.  What  art  thou,  that  doft  grumble  there 
i'th'  ftraw  ?  come  forth. 

Enter  Edgar  difguis'dtike  a  Madman. 

Edg.  Away!  the  foul  fiend  follows  me.  Through 
the  (harp  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind.  Humph, 
go  to  thy  bed  and  warm  thee. 

Lear.  Didft  thou  give  all  to  thy  daughters  ?  and 
art  thou  come  to  this? 

Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom  ?  whom 
the  foul  fiend  hath  led  through  fire  and  through 

D  3  .  flame, 
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flame,  through  ford  and  whirlpool,  o'er  bog  and 
quagmire  ;  that  hath  laid  knives  under  his  pillow, 
and  halters  in  his  pew ;  fet  ratfbane  by  his  porridge, 
made  him  proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  bay  trotting 
horfe,  over  four-inch'd  bridges,  to  courie  his  own 
fhadow  for  a  traitor, — blefs  thy  five  wits  -,  Tom's 

a  cold.     O  do,  de,  do,  de,  do,  de [Jbivering.] 

blefs  thee  from  whirl-winds,  ftar-blafting,  and 
taking ;  do  poor  Tom  fome  chanty,  whom  the 
foul  fiend  vexes.  There  could  I  have  him  now, 
and  there,  and  here  again,  and  there.  [Storm  ftiti* 

Lear.  What  have  his  daughters  brought  him  to 

this  pafs  ? 

Couldfl  thou  fave  nothing  ?  didft  thou  give  'em  all  ? 
Now  all  the  plagues,  that  in  the  pendulous  air 
Hangfated  o'er  mensfaults,  light  on  thy  daughters ! 

Kent.  He  hath  no  daughters,  fir. 

Lear.  Death !  traitor,  nothing  could  have  fub- 

dued  nature 
To  fuch  alownefs,  but  his  unkind  daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  fat  on  pillicock-hill,  alow,  alow, 
loo,  loo! 

Lear.  Is  it  the  fafhion  that  difcarded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flelh  ? 
Judicious  punilhment !  'twas  this  fiefh  begot 
Thofe  pelican  daughters. 

Edg.  Take  heed  o'  th*  foul  fiend  ;  obey  thy 
parents;  keep  thy  word  juftly;  f wear  not ;  commit 
not  with  man's  iworn  ipoule ;  fet  not  thy  fwtec 
heart  on  proud  array.  Tom's  a- cold. 

Lear.  What  haft  thou  been  ? 

Edg.  A  ferving-rnan,  proud  in  heart,  that  rurl'd 
Tfiy  hair,  wore  gloves  in  my  cap,  ferv'd  the  luft  of 
my  miftrefs's  hearr,  and  did  the  act  of  darknefs 
with  her  :  fwore  as  many  oaths  as  I  fpoke  words, 
and  broke  them  in  the  fwect  face  of  heav'n. 
Falfe  of  heart,  light  of  ear,  bloody  of  hand,  hog 
rn  floth,  fox  in  flealth,  wolf  in  greedinefs,  dog  in 
HMtthrefs,  lion  in  prey.  Let  not  the  creaking  of 
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fhoes,  nor  the  ruftling  of  filk  betray  thy  poor 
hearc  to  women.  Keep  thy  foot  out  of  brothels, 
thy  hand  out  of  plackets,  thy  pen  from  lender's 
book,  and  defy  the  foul  fiend.  Still  through  the 
hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind.  [Storm  Jlill. 

Lear.  Thou  wert  better  in  thy  grave,  than  to 
anfwer  with  thy  uncover'd  body  this  extremity  of 
the  fkies.  Is  man  no  more  than  tlv.s  ?  conftder 
him  well.  Thou  ow'ft  the  worm  no  fiik,  the  beaft 
no  hide,  the  fheep  no  wool,  the  cat  no  perfume. 
Aha  !  here's  two  of  us  are  fophifticated.  Thou 
art  the  thing  itfelf ;  unaccommodated  man  is  no 
more  but  fuch  a  poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as  thou 
art.  Off,  off,  you  lendings  :  come,  unbutton  here. 
[Tearing  off  his  chalks. 

Kent.  Defend  his  wits,  good  heaven  ! 

Lear.  One  point  I  had  forgot  j  what  is  your 
name  ? 

Edg.  Poor  Tom,  that  eats  the  fwimmir.g  frog, 
the  wall-newt  and  the  water-newt-,  that  in  the  fury 
of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fiend  rages,  eats  cow 
dung  for  fallads,  fwallows  the  old  rar,  and  the 
ditch-dog;  that  drinks  the  green  mande  of  the 
(landing  pool ;  that's  whipt  from  tything  to  ty- 
thing  •,  that  has  three  fuits  to  his  back,  fix  fhirts 
to  his  body, 

Horfe  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  wear, 
But  rats  and  mice,  and  fuch  fmall  deer, 
Have  been  Tom's  food  for  feven  long  year. 
Fraterreto  calls  me,  and  tells  me,  Nero  is  an  angler 
in  the  lake  ofdarknefs.  Pray  innocent,  and  beware 
the  foul  fiend. 

Lear.  Right,  ha  !  ha !  was  it  not  pleafant  to 
have  a  thoufand  with  red-hot  fpits  come  hitting 
upon  them  ? 

Edg.  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  much, 
They  mar  my  counterfeiting.  [4f'^e- 

Lear.  The  little  dogs  and  all,  Tray,  Blanch,  and 
Sweet- Heart,  fee  they  bark  at  me. 

D  4  Edg. 
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Edg.  Torn  will  throw  his  head  at'cm  :  avaunr, 
ye  curs. 

Be  thy  mouth,  or  black,  or  white, 
Tooth  that  poifons  if  it  bite  : 
MaftirT,  grey-hound,  rnungrel  grim, 
Hound,  or  fpanie!,  brache,   orhym: 
Bob- tail  tike,  or  trundle- tail, 
Tom  will  make  'em  weep  and  wail : 
For  with  throwing  thus  my  head, 
Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
Come,  march  to   wakes  and    fairs,    and  market- 
towns. 

Poor  Tom,  thy  horn  is  dry. 

Lear.  You,  fir,  I  entertain  you  for  one  of  my 
hundred,  only  I  do  not  like  the  fafhion  of  your 
garmems  •,  you'll  fay  they  are  Perfian ;  but  no 
matter,  let  'em  be  changed. 

Edg.  This  is  the  foul  flibbertigibbet ;  he  begins 
at  Curfew,  and  walks  till  the  firft  cock ;  he  gives 
the  web,  and  the  pin  ;  knits  the  elflock  \  fquints 
eye,  and   makes  the  hair-lip  •,  mildews  the  white 
wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor  creatures  of  the  earth. 
Swithin  footed  thrice  the  world. 
He  met  the  night- mare  and  her  nine-fold, 

'Twas  there  he  did  appoint  her; 
He  bid  her  alight,  and  her  troth  plight, 
And  aroynt  the  witch,  aroynt  her. 

Enter  Glocefter. 

Lear.  What's  he  ? 

6/0.  What,  has  your  grace  no  better  company  I 

E,dg.  The  prince  of  darkntfs  is  a  gentleman ; 
Mjcio  he  is  call'd,  and  Mahn. 

Gto.  Go  with  me,  fir;  hard  by  I  have  a  tenant. 
My  duty  cannot  -fufFcr  me  to  obey  in  all  your 
Daughters  hard  commands,  who  have  enjoin'd  me 
to  make  faft  my  doors,  and  let  this  tyrannous  night 
take  hold  upon  you.  Yet  have  I  ventur'd  to  come 
feek  you  out,  and  bring  you  where  both  fire  and 
food  are  ready,  Kent. 
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Good  my  lord,  take  this  offer. 

Lear.  Firft  U-t  me  talk  with  this  philofopher  ; 
What  is  the  caufe  of  thunder  ? 

Glo.  B-feech  you  fir,  to  go  into  the  houfe. 

Lear.  I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  fame  learned 
Theban.  What  is  your  Study  ? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  ver- 
min. 

Lear.  Let  me  afk  you  a  word  in  private. 

Kent.  His  wits  are  quite  unfctticd ;  good  fir, 
let's  force  him  hence. 

Glo.  Can'ft  blame  him  ?  his  daughters  feek  his 
death  ;  this  bedlam  but  difturbs  him  the  more. 
Fellow,  be  gone. 

Edg.  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  tower  came, 
His  word  was  ftill  fie,  foh,  and  fum, 
I  fmell  the  blood  of  a  Britifli  man. — •  [Exit. 

Glo.  Now,  prithee,  friend,  let  us  take  him  in 
our  arms,  and  carry  him  where  he  (hall  find  both 
welcome  and  protection.  Good  fir,  along  with  us? 

Lear.  You  fay  right.  Let  them  anatomize  Re- 
gan !  See  what  breeds  about  her  heart !  Is  there 
any  caufe  in  nature  for  thefe  hard  hearts  ? 

Kent.   I  do  befeech  your  grace. 

Lear.  Hift  !  —  make  no  noife  !  make  no  noife  ! 
—  fo,  fo  !  we'll  to  fupper  in  the  morning.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   changes  to  Glocefter'j  Palace. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,    Gonerill,   Edmund,  and 

Attendants. 

Corn.  I'll  have  revenge  ere  I  depart  this  houfe. 
Regan,    fee  here  !  a  plot  upon  our  flate-, 
'Tis  Glo'fter's  character  ;  he  has  betray'd 
His  double  truft,  of  fubjed:  and  of  hoft. 

Reg.   Then  double  be  our  vengeance  ! 

Edm.  Oh  tha:  this  treafon  had  not  been,   or  I 
Not  the  difcoverer ! 

Corn.  Edmund,  thou  malt  find 
A  dearer  father  in  our  love.     Henceforth 
We  call  thcc  earl  of  Glo'fter.  Edm. 
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Edm.  I  am  much  boundcn  to  your  grace,  and 
will  perfevere  in  my  loyalty,  tho'  the  conflict  be 
lore  between  that  and  my  blood. 

Corn.  Our  dear  fifter  Gonerill,  do  you  poft  fpee- 
dily  to  my  lord  your  hufband  ;  fhew  him  this  let- 
ter :  the  army  of  France  is  landed  ;  feck  out  the 
traitor  Glo'fter. 

Reg.  Hang  him  inftantly. 

Gon.  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Corn.  Leave  him  to  my  difpleafure.  Edmund, 
keep  you  our  fifter  Company ;  the  revenges  we  are 
bound  to  take  upon  your  father,  are  not  fit  for 
your  beholding.  Advife  the  Duke,  where  you  are 
going,  to  a  moft  hafty  preparation  ;  we  are  bound 
to  the  like.  Our  pofts  mall  be  fwifc,  and  intelli- 
gent betwixt  us.  Farewel,  dear  fifter;  farewel  my 
lord  of  Glo'fter. 

Enter  Steward. 

How  now  ?  where's  the  King  ? 

Stew.  My  lord  of  Glo'fter  has  convey'd  him  hence. 
Some  five  or  fix-and- thirty  of  his  knights 
Are  gone  with  him  tow'rd  Dover!  where  they  boaft 
To  have  well-armed  friends. 

Corn.    Get  horfes  for  your  miftrefs. 

Gon.  Farewel*  fweet  lord  and  fifter. 

[Exeunt  Gon.  end  Edm. 

Corn.  Edmund,  Farewel.  —  Go  feek  the  traitor 

Glo'fter; 

Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  us : 
Though  well  we  may  not  pafs  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  juftice;  yet  our  pow'r 
Shall  do  a  court'fie  to  our  wrath,  which  men 
May  blame,   but  not  controul. 

Enter  Glocefter,  brought  in  ty  Servants. 
Who's  there  ?  the  traitor  ? 

Reg.  'Tis  he :    thank  heaven,  he's  ta'en, 
Corn.  Bind  faft  his  arms. 
Gh.  What  mean  your  graces  ? 

You 
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You  are  my  guefts :  do  me  no  foul  play,  friends. 

Corn.  Bind  him,  I  fay.  [They  bind  kirn. 

Reg.  Hard,  hard:  O  traitor!   thou  (halt  find  — 

Corn.  Come,   fir,  what  letters  had  you  late  from 

France  ? 

And  what  confederacy  have  you  with  the  traitors, 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ? 

Reg.  To  whofe  hands 
Have  you  fent  the  lunatick  king  ?  fpeak. 

Corn.  Where  haft  thou  fent  the  king  ? 

Gle.  To  Dover. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 
Waft  thou  not  charg'd,   at  peril - 

Corn.  Wherefore  to  Dover?  let  him  firft  anlwer 
that. 

Glo.  I  am  ty'd  to  thf  ftake  and  I  rouft  ftand  the 
courfe. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 

Glo.  Becaufe  I  would  not  fee  thy  cruel  nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes,  nor  thy  fierce  fifter 
Carve  his  anointed  flefh ;  but  I  mall  fee 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  fuch  children. 

Duke.  See't  thou  (halt  never;   flaves,  perform 

your  work; 

Out  with  thofe  treacherous  eyes ;    difpatch,  I  fay ; 
[Ex.  Glo.  and  Servants. 
If  thou  feeft  vengeance 

Gloft.  [without]  He  that  will  think  to  live  'till  he 

be  old 
Give  me  Come  help.  —  O  cruel!  oh  !  ye  gods. 

Serv.  Hold,  hold,  my  lord,  I  bar  your  cruelty ; 
I  cannot  love  your  fafety,   and  give  way 
To  fuch  barbarous  practice. 

Duke.  Ah,  my  villain  ! 

Serv.  I  have  been  your  fervant  from  my  infancy, 
But  better  fervice  have  I  never  done  you 
Than  with  this  boldnefs 

Duke.  Take  thy  death,  flave. 

Serv.  Nay  then,  revenge  !  [Fight. 

Reg.  Help  here !  are  you  not  hurt,  my  lord  ? 
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Re-enter  Glocefter  and  Servants. 

Glo.  All  dark  and  comfortltfs  —  where's  my  fon 

Edmund? 

Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  fparks  of  nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  aft. 

Reg.  Out,  treacherous  villain. 
Thou  cairft  on  him  that  hates  thee  :  It  was  he, 
That  broach'd  thy  treafons  to  us. 

Glo.  O  my  follies  ! 

Then  Edgar  was  abus'd.     Kind  gods,  forgive 
Me  that,  and  profper  him  ! 

Reg.  Go  thrufl  him  out 
At  gates,  and  let  him  fmell  his  way  to  Dover. 

[Exeunt  with  Glo, 
How  is't,  my  lord  ?  how  look  you  ? 

Corn.  I  have  receiv'd  a  hurt:  follow  me,  lady.  — 
Turn  out  that  eyelt-fs  villain  ;  throw  this  Have 
Upon  the  dunghill.  —  Regan,  I  bleed  apace. 
Untimely  comes  this  hurt.     Give  me  your  arm. 

[Exit,  led  by  Regan. 


END  of  the  THIRD   ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT       IV. 

SCENE    an  open  Country. 
Enter  Edgar. 

better  thus,  and  known    to  be 
contc-mn'd, 
Than  flill  contemn'd  and  flatter'd. 

To  be  worft, 
The  lov/eft,    moft  deje&ed  thing  of 

fortune, 

Stands  ftill  in  efperance ;  lives  not  in  fear. 
The(  lamentable  change  is  from  the  b-ft  ; 
The  worft  returns  to  comfort. 

Enter  Glocefter,  h d  by  an  old  Man. 
Who  comes  here  ? 

My  father  poorly  led?  World,  world,  O  world! 
But  that  ihy  ftrange  mutations  make  us  wait  thee, 
Life  would  not  yield  to  age. 

Old  Man.  O  my  good  lord,  I  have  been  your 

tenant, 
And  your  father's  tenant,  thefe  fourfcore  years. 

Glo.  Away,  get  thee  away:  good  friend,  be  gone; 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all, 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man.  You  cannot  fee  your  way. 

Glo.  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes: 
I  (tumbled  when  I  faw.     O  dear  fon  Edgar, 
Might  1  but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  touch, 
I'd  fay,  I  had  eyes  again  ! 

Old  Man.  How  now  ?  who's  there  ? 

Edg.  O  gods !  who  is't  can  fay,  I'm  at  the  worft? 
I'm  worfr,  than  e'er  I  was. 

Old 
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Old  Man.  'Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 

Glo.  Is  ic  a  beggar- man  ? 

Old  Man.  Madman,  and  beggar  too. 

Glo.  He  has  fome  reafon,  elie  he  could  not  beg. 
I'th'  laft  night's  ftorm  1  fuch  a  fellow  favv  ; 
Which  made  me  think  a  man,  a  worm.     My  fon 
Came  then  into  my  mind  •,  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  fcarce  friends  with  him.    I've  heard  more 

fince. 

As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  th'  gods ; 
They  kill  us  for  their  fport. 

Edg.  Alas,  he's  fenfible  that  I  was  wrong'd, 
And  mould  I  own  myfelf,  his  tender  heart 
Would  break  betwixt  extremes  of  grief  and  joy. 
Bad  is  the  trade  mufl  play  the  fool  to  forrow, 
AngVmg  itfelf  and  others. BSefs  thee,  matter. 

Glo.  Is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 

Old  Man.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Glo.  Get  thee  away :  if,  for  my  fake, 
Thou  wilt  o'ertake  us  hence  a  mile  or  twain 
1*  th1  way  tow'rd  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love  ; 
And  bring  fome  covering  for  this  naked  wretch, 
Whom  I'll  intreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  Man.  Alack,  fir,  he  is  mad. 

Glo.  'Tis  the  time's  plague,  when  madmen  lead 

the  blind  : 

Do  as  I  bid,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure ; 
Above  the  reft,  begone. 

Old  Man.  I'll  bring  him  the  beft 'parrel  thatlhave, 
Come  on't  what  will.  [Exit. 

Glo.   Sirrah,    naked  fellow  ! 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a- cold. — I  cannot  fool  it  further. 

Glo.  Come  hither,   fellow, 

Edg.  And  yet  I  muft  •, 
Blefs  thy  fvveet  eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo.  Know'ft  thou  the  way  to  Dover  ? 

Edg.  Both  ftile  and  gate,  horfe-way  and  foot- 
path :  poor  Tom  hath  been  fcar'd  out  of  his  good 
Wits.  Blefs  thee,  good  man,  from  the  foul  fiend. 

Glo. 
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Glo.  Here,  take  this   purfe,    thou  whom   the 

heav'ns  plagues 

Have  humbled  ro  all  ftrokes.  That  I  am  wretched, 
Makes  thee  the  hsppier :  heav'ns  deal  ib  ftill ! 
Dort  thou  know  Dover  ? 

Edg.  Ay,  mafter. 

Glo.  There  is  a  cliff,  whofe  high  and  bending  head 
Looks  fearfully  on  the  confined  deep  : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brink  of  ir, 
And  I'll  repair  the  mifery  thou  doft  bear, 
With  fomething  rich  about  me :  from  that  place 
I  fhall  no  leading  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  arm, 
Poor  Tom  mail  lead  thee.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE,  the  Duke  of  Albany 'j  Palate. 

Enter  Gonenll  and  Edmund. 
Gon.   Welcome,   my  lord.    I  marvel,   our  mild 

hufband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way. 

Enter  Steward. 
Now,    where's  your  mafter  ? 

Stew.  Madam,  within;  but  never  man  fo  chang'd; 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed  ; 
He  fmil'd  at  it.     I  told  him  you  were  coming ; 
His  anfwer  was,  The  worfe.  Of  Glo'fter's  treachery, 
And  of  the  loyal  fervice  of  his  fon, 
When  I  inform'd  him,  then  he  call'd  me  Sot. 
What  moft  he  mould  diflike,  ftems  pleafant  to  him  5 
What  like,  orTenfive. 

Gon.  Then  fhall  you  go  no  further.       [70  Edm, 
It  is  the  cowith  terror  of  his  fpirit, 
That  dares  not  undertake. 
Back,  Edmund,  to  my  brother; 
Haften  his  mufters,  and  conduct  his  powers, 
I  muft-change  arms  at  home,  and  give  the  diftaflf 
Into  my  husband's  hands.   This  trufty  fervant 
Shall  pafs  between  us :  you  ere  long  fhall  hear, 
If  you  dare  venture  on  your  own  behalf, 

4  A  rnif- 
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A  mi ftrtfs's  command. 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well. 

Edm.  Yours  in  the  ranks  of  death. 

Gon.  My  moft  dear  Glo'fter !      [Exit  Edmund, 
Oh,  the  ftrange  difference  of  man  and  man  ! 
To  thee  a  woman's  ferviceS  arc  due, 
My  fool  ufurps  my  duty. 

Stem.  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord.  [Exit, 

Enter  Albany. 

Alb.  Oh  Gonerill,  what  have  you  done  ? 
Tygers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  performed  ? 
A  father  and  a  gracious  aged  man, 
Moft  barb:rous,  moft  degenerate,  have  you  madded. 
How  cou'd  my  brother  luffer  you  to  do  ir, 
A  man,  a  prince  by  him  Ib  benefited  ? 

Gon.  Milk  liver'd  man  ! 

That  bear'ft  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for  wrongs  5 
Where's  thy  drum  ? 

Francs  iprcads  his  banners  in  our  noifelefs  land, 
\Vhilft  thou,  a  moral  fool,  fit'ft  ftill,  and  cry'ft, 
"  Alack  !  why  does  he  fo  ?" 

Alh.  Thou  chang'd,  and  fclf-converted  thing ! 

for  fliame, 
Be  monfter  not  thy  feature. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Oh,  my  good  lord,  the  Duke  of  Corn- 
wall's dead ; 

Slain  by  his  fervant,  going  to  put  out 
The  earl  of  Glo'fter's  eyes. 
Alb.  Glo'fter's  eyes  ! 
Mef.   A  fervant,  that  he  bred,   thrill'd  with  re- 

morfe, 

Oppos'd  the  horrid  act;  bending  his  fword 
Againft  his  mafter:  who,  thereat  inrag'd, 
Flew  on  him,  and  amongft  them  feil'd  him  dead: 
But  not  without  that  harmful  ftroke,  which  fmce 
Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 

Alb.  This  (hews  you  are  above, 

You 
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Youjuftices,  that  thefe  cur  nether  crimes 
So  fpeedily  can  venge.      But  O  poor  Glo'fter ! 
Where  was  his  fon  when  they  did  take  his  eyes  ? 

Mef.  Come  with  my  lady  hither. 

Ab.  He's  not  here. 

Mef.  No,  my  good  lord,  he  is  return'd  again. 

Alb.  Knows  he  the  wickednefs  ? 

Mef.  Ay,    my   good    lord,    'cwas   he  informed 

againft  him, 
And  quit  the  houfe  of  purpofe,  that  their  punifh- 

ment 
Might  have  the  freer  courfe. 

Alb.  Glo'fter,  I  live 

To  thanklheefor  the  love  thou  fhewMft  the  King, 
And  to  revenge  thine  eyes.     Come  hither,  friend, 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  know'fl.    [Going,  returns, 
See  thyfc-lf,  Gonerill ! 
Proper  deformity  {hews  not  in  the  fiend, 
So  horrid  as  in  woman. 

Gon.  O  vain  fool !  [Exit  Alb.  and  Mejf. 

That  haft  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  difcerning 
Thine  honour  from  thy  fuffering ! 

Enter  Steivard^   with  a  letter. 

Slew.  This  letter,  madam,  craves  a  fpeedy  anfwen 
'Tis  from  your  fifter.     Cornwall  being  dead, 
His  lofs  your  fifter  has  in  part  fuppiy'd, 
Making  earl  Edmund  general  of  her  forces, 

Gon.  One  way  I  like  this  well  : 
But  being  widow,   and  my  Gb'fter  with  her, 
May  pluck  down  all  the  building  of  my  love. 
I'll  read,  and  anfwer  thefe  difpatches  (Irait. 
It  was  great  ign'rance,  Glo'fter's  eyes  being  our, 
To  let  him  live.     Add  fpeed  unto  your  journey, 
And  if  you  chance  to  meet  that  old  blind  traitor, 
Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE, 
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SCENE,     Dover. 
Enter  Kent,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Kent.  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  Queen  to  any 
derronftration  of  grief  ? 

Gent.  Yes,  fir  j  fhe  took  'em,  read  'cm  in  my 

prefence ; 

And  now  and  then  a  big  round  tear  ran  down 
Her  delicate  chetk  :  much  mov'd,  but  not  to  rage, 
Patience  with  forro'w  (trove.     Her  fmiles  and  tears 
Were  like  a  wetter  May, 

Kent.  Spoke  you  with  her  fince  ? 
Gent.  No. 

Kent.  Well, fir  -,  the  poor  diftrefled Lear's  in  town-, 
Who  fometimes,  in  his  better  tune  remembers 
What  we  arc  come  about ;  and  by  no  means 
Will  yield  to  fee  Cordelia. 
Gent.  Why,  good  fir? 
Kent.  A  fov'reign  lhame  fo  bows  him;  his  un- 

kindnefs, 

That  ftript  her  from  his  benediction,  turn'd  her 
To  foreign  cafualties,  gave  her  dear  rights 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters;  theie  things  (ling  him 
So  venomoufiy,  that  burning  mame  detains  him 
From  his  dear  daughter. 

Gent.  Alack,    poor  gentleman  ! 

Kent.  Of  Albany's,  and  Cornwall's  Pow'rs  you 

heard. 

Gent.  'Tis  fo,   they  are  a-foot. 
Kent.  Well,  iir,  Pll  bring  you  to  our  matter  Lear, 
And  leave  you  to  attend  him.     Some  dear  cauie 
Will  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  awhile: 
When  i  am  known  aright,  you  iisall  not  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance-.     Pray,  alonjz  with 
me.  [£*«/;;/. 

SCENE,    a   C<i*p. 
Enter  Cordelia,  Phyjltiav,  and  Soldiers. 

Cor.  Alack,  'tis  he  ;  why  he  was  met  ev'n  now 
As  mad  as  the  vext  fca,  tinging  aloud, 
Crowned  with  flowers,  and  all  the  weeds  that  grow 
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In  our  fuftaining  corn.— tTheir  poor  old  father  ! 
Oh  fifters,  fitters  !  fhame  of  ladies  !   fitters  ! 
Ha,  Regan,  Gonerill!  what!  i'th'ftorm  !  i'th' night? 
Let  pity  ne'er  believe  it !   Oh  my  heart ! 

Phyf.  Take  comfort,  madam  ;    there  are  means 
to  cure  him. 

Cor.  No ;  'tis  too  probable  the  furious  ftorm 
Has  pierc'd  his  tender  body  patt  all  cure  ; 
And  the  bleak  winds,   cold  rain,    and   fulph'rous 

light'ning, 

Unfettled  his  care-wearied  mind  for  ever. 
Send  forth  a  cent'ry,  bring  him  to  our  eye ; 
Try  all  the  art  of  man,  all  med'cine's  powqf, 
For  the  reltoring  his  bereaved  fenfei 
He  that  helps  him,  take  all !  \ 

Phyf.  Be  panenr,   madam  : 
Our  toiler  nurie  of  Nature  is  Repofe, 
The  which  he  lacks ;    that  to  provoke  in  him 
Are  many  lenient  limples,  which  have  power 
To  clofe  the  eye  of  anguifh. 

Cord.  All  blett  fecrets, 
All  you  unpublifh'd  virtues  of  the  earth, 
Spring  with  my  tears  -,  be  aidant  and  remediate 
In  the  good  man's  diitrefst  feck,  feek  for  him  ; 
Left  his  ungovern'd  rage  diflblve  his  life. 
p-  [Exeunt  Attendants. 

•  If  it  be  fo,  one  only  boon  I  beg ; 
That  you'd  convey  me  to  his  breathlefs  trunk, 
With  my  own  hands  to  clofe  a  father's  eyes, 
With  mow'rs  of  tears  to  warn  his  clay-cold  cheeks, 
Then  o'er  his  limbs,  with  one  heart-rending  figh, 
To  breathe  my  fpirit  out,  and  die  befide  hirn/^ 
.Enter  a  MeJJenger. 

Mcf.  News,  madam : 
The  Britifh  pow'rs  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cor.  'Tis  known  before.    Our  preparation  Hands 
In  expectation  of  them      O  dear  father, 
It  is  thy  bufinefs  that  I  go  about:  there/ore  great 
France 

E   2  My 
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My  mourning  and  important  tears  hath  pitied. 

No  blown  ambition  doch  our  arms  incite, 

But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  father's  right. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE,    the  Country^   near  Dover. 
Enter  Glocefter,  and  Edgar  as  a  Peafant. 

Glo   When  fhall  I  come  toth'top  of  that  fame  hill? 

Edg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now.     Mark  how  we 
labour. 

Glo.  Methinks,  the  ground  is  even. 

Edg.  Horrible  deep. 
Hark,  do  you  hear  the  fea  ? 

Glo.  No,  truly. 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  ienfes  grow  imperfccl 
By  your  eyes  anguifh. 

Gh.  So  may  it  be,   indeed. 

Methinks,  thy  voice  is  alter'd  -y  and  thou  fpeak'ft 
In  better  phrafeand  matter  than  thoudidft. 

Edg.  You're  much  deceiv'd  :  in  nothing  am  I 

chang'd, 
But  in  my  garments. 

Glo.  Sure,  you're  better  fpoken. 

Edg.  Come  on,  fir,  here's  the  place — Hand  ftill. 

How  fearful 

And  dizzy  'tis,  to  call  one's  eyes  fo  low  ! 
The  crows  and  choughs,  that  wing  the  midv/ay  air, 
Shew  fcarce  fo  grofs  as  beetles.     Half  way  down 
.Hangs  one  that  gathers  famphire  ;  dreadful  trade  f 
Methinks,  he  Jeems  no  bigger  than  his  head. 
The  fifhermen,  that  walk  upon  the  beach, 
Appear  like  mice;  and  yond  tall  anchoring  bark, 
DiminiftTd  to  her  cock  ;  her  cock  !   a  buoy 
Almoil  too  fmall  for  fight.  The  murmuring  furge 
Cannot  be  heard  fo  high.     I'll  look  no  more, 
Left  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  fight 
Topple  down  headlong. 

Glo.  Set  me,  where  you  {land. 
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Edg.  Give  me  your  hand  :  you're  now  within  a 

foot 

Of  th*  extream  verge  :   for  all  below  the  moon 
Would  I  not  now  leap  forward. 

Gto.  Let  go  my  hand  : 
Here,  friend,  ,'s  another  purfc,  in  it  a  jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking.      May  the  gods 
Profper  it  with  chee  !   go  thou  further  off-, 
Bid  me  farewel,  and  Jet  me  hear  rhee  going 

Edg.  Now  fare  ye  well,  good  fir.  [Seems  to  go. 
I  trifle  thus  with  his  dtrfpair  to  cure  it. 

Glo.  O  you  mighty  Gods ! 
This  world  do  I  renounce  -,  and  in  your  fights 
Shake  patiently  my  grear  affliction  off: 
If  1  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  oppofelefs  wills, 
My  inuff  and  latter  part  of  nature  fhould 
Burn  itfclf  out.     If  Edgar  live,  O  blels  him  ! 

Enter  Lear,  dreft  madly  with  flowers. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannor  touch  me  for  coyning  : 
I  am  the  King  himfelf. 

Glff.  Ha  !  who  comes  here  ? 

JLdg.  O  thon  fide-piercing  fight ! 

Lear.  Nature's  above  art  in  that  refpect.  There's 
your  prers-money.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow 
like  a  crow-keeper ;  draw  me  a  clothier's  yard. 
Look,  look,  amoufc!  peace,  peace  •, — there's  my 
gauntlet,  I'll  prove  it  on  a  giant.  Brieg  up  the 
brown  bills.  O,  wtll  flown  barb  !  i'th'  clour,  i'th' 
clout ;  hewgh  ! — give  the  word. 

Edg.  Sweet  marjoram. 

Lear    Pafs! 

Glo.  I  know  that  voice. 

Lear.  Ha!  Gonerill  !  hah!  Regan!  they  flat- 
ter'd  me  like  a  dog,  and  told  me  I  had  white  hairs 
in  my  beard  ere  the  black  ones  were  there.  To  fiy 
ay,  and  no,  to  everything  that  I  faid. — Ay,  and  no 
100,  was  no  good  divinity.  When  the  rain  came 

£3  to 
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to  wet  me  once,  and  the  wind  to  make  me  chatter; 
when  the  thunder  would  not  peace  at  my  bidding  : 
there  I  found  'em,  there  I  fmelt  'em  out.  Go  to, 
they  are  not  men  o'  their  words  ;  they  told  me,  I 
was  every-  thing  :  'tis  a  lie,  I  am  not  ague-proof. 

Glo.    The  trick  of  that  voice   I  do  well   re- 
member : 
Is't  not  the  King  ? 

Lear.  Ay,  every  inch  a  king. 
When  I  do  flare,  iVe  how  the  fubjecT:  quakes. 
I  pardon  that  man's  life.     What  was  the  caufe  ? 
Adultry  ?  thou  fhalt  not  die  •,  die  for  adultry  ?  no. 
TVt»  luxury,  pell  mell ;  for  I  lack  foldiers. 
/  Glo.    Not   all   my   forrows  pad   fo   deep   have 

touch'd  me 
As  thefe  fad  accents.     Sight  were  now  a  torment. 

Lear.  Behold  yon  fimpering  dame,  whole  face 
prefages  fnow ;  that  minces  virtue,  and  does  make 
the  head  to  hear  of  pleafure's  name.  The  fitchew, 
nor  the  pampered  fteed  goes  to  it  with  a  more 
riotous  appetite ;  down  from  the  waift  they  are 
centaurs,  tho*  women  all  above  :  but  to  the  girdle 
do  the  gods  inherit,  beneath  is  all  the  fiends. 
There's  hell,  there's  darknefs,  there's  the  ful- 
phurous  pit  •,  fie,  fie,  fie ;  pah,  pah  ;  an  ounce  of 
civet,  good  apothecary,  tofwceten  my  imagination  ! 
there's  money  for  thee. 

Glo.  O,  let  me  kifs  that  hand. 

Lear.  Let  me  wipe  it  firft,  it  fmells  of  mortality. 

do*.  O  ruin'd  piece  of  nature  ! 

JLear.  Arraign  her  firft  !  'tis  Gonerill.  I  here 
take  my  oath  before  this  honourable  alTembly,  fhe 
ilrurk  the  poor  king  her  father. 

Glo.  Patience,  good  fir ! 

Lear.  And  here's  another,  whole  warpt   looks 

proclaim 

What  ftore  her  heart  is  made  of. — Stof>  her  there  ! 
Arms,    arms,    fword,    fire! — Corruption  in  the 
place ! 

Falfc 
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.Faiie  judicer,  why  had  thou  let  her  {cape  ? 

Glo.  O  pity,  fir !   where  is  the  nrmneis  now 
That  you  ib  oft  have  boafL-d.  — Do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear.  1  do  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough  ! 
do  thy  worft,  blind  Cupid  ;  I'll  not  love.  Read 
thou  this  challenge,  mark  but  the  penning  of  ir. 

Glo.  Were  ail  the  letters  funs,  I  could  not  fee 
one. 

Edg.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report ;  it  is, 
and  my  heart  breaks  at  it. 

Lear.  Read. 

Glo.  What,  with  this  cafe  of  eyes  ? 

Lear.  Oh,  oh,  are  you,  there  with  me  ?  no  eyes 
in  your  head,  nor  no  money  in  your  porfe  ?  yet 
you  fee  how  this  world  goes. 

Glo.  I  fee  it  feelingly. 

Lear.  What,  art  mad  ?  a  man  may  fee  how  this 
world  goes,  with  no  eyes.  Look  with  thine  ears  : 
fee,  how  yond  juflice  rails  upon  yond  fimple  thief. 
Hark  in  thine  ear:  change  phccs,  and  handy-dandy, 
which  is  thejuftice,  which  is  the  thief?  thou  halt 
feen  a  farmer's  dog  bark  at  a  bc2gar  ? 

Glo.  Ay,  fir. 

Lear.  And  the  beggar  run  from  the  cur  ?  there 
thou  might'fl  behold  the  great  image  esf  authority  ; 

a  dog's  obey'd  in  office. 

Thou  rafcal- beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand  : 
Why  doft  thou   lafli  that  whore  ?  ftrip  thy   own 

back  •, 

Thou  hotly  luft'ft  to  nfe  her  in  that  kind, 
For. which  thou  whip'ft  her.    Th'  ufurer  hangs  the 

cozener. 

Through  tatter'd  weeds  fmall  vices  do  appear ; 
Robes  and  furr'd  gowns  hide  all.  Plate  Sins  with  gold, 
And  the  ftrong  lance  of  Juftice  hurtlefs  breaks  -, 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  flravv  doth  pierce  it. 
Get  thee  glafs  eyes, 
And,  like  a  fcurvy  politician,    frr m 
To  fee  the  things  thou  do'ft  not. 

E  4  Now, 


^6  K  I  N  G     L  E  A  R, 

Now,  now,  now,  now.  Pull  off  my  boots  :  harder, 
harder,   fo. 

JLdg.  O  macier  and  imperrinency  mixt, 
Region  in  madnefs  ! 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my 

eyes. 

I  know  thee  well  enough,   thy  name  is  Glo'fter; 
Thou  muft  be  patient  •,  we  came  crying  hither: 
Thou  know'ft,  the  firil  time  that  we  fmell  the  air, 
We  wawJe  and  cry.    I  will  preach  to  thee  :  mark  — 

Glo.  Ahck,  aUck  the  chy! 

Lear.  When  we  are  born,    we  cry,  that  we  are 
come 

To  this  great  ftage  of  fools. 

Enter  a  Gentleman  with  Attendants. 

Gent.  O,  here  he  is,    lay  hand  upon  him-,    fir, 
Your  moft  dear  daughter 

Lear.  No  refcue  ?  what,  a  prifoner  ?  I  am  even 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune.     Ufe  me  well, 
You  ihall  have  ranfom.     Let  me  have  lurgeons, 
I  am  cut  to  th'  brain. 

Gwt.  Yuu  (hail  have  any  thing. 

Lear    No  leconds?  all  myfelf?  I  will  die  bravely, 
Like  a  imug  bridegroom.      What?  I  w. 11  be  jovial: 
Come,  come,  1  am  a  king.     My  mailers,  know 
you  that  ? 

Gent.  You  are  a  royal  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  there's  life  in't. 

It  were  an  excellent  ilratagem  to  fhoe  a  troop  of 
horfe  with  felt :  I'll  put  it  in  proof —  no  noife  !  no 
roile  !  now  will  we  deal  upon  thefe  (ons  in-Jaw  •, 
and  then  —  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill.  [Exit  with  Gent. 

Qlo.  The  king  is  mad.  How  ftiffis  my  v;le  fcnfe 
That  I  ftand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  forrows.     Better  i  were  diftract, 
And  wot-,  by  wrong  imaginations,  lole 
The  knowledge  of  ufelf.  —  Ye  gentle  gods, 
Take  my  breath  from  me  !   let  not  mifery 
Ternpt  me  again  to  die  before  you  pleafe. 

Edg. 
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Edg.  Well  pray  }*)U,  father. 

Glo.  Now,  good  fir,   what  are  you? 

Edg.  A  moil  poor  man,  made  tame  to  fortune's 

blows, 

Who  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling  forrows, 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.     Give  me  your  hand, 
I'll  lead  you  to  fome  biding. 

Glo.  Hearty  thanks ! 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  A  proclaim'd  prize  !    moft  happy  ! 
That  eyelefs  head  of  thine  was  firft  fram'd  flefh, 
To  raife  my  fortunes.     Old,  unhappy  traitor, 
The  fword  is  out,  that  muft  dcftroy  thee. 

G/0.  Letthy  friendly  hand  put  ftrcngth  enough  to" t. 

Stew.  Wherefore,  bold  pt-afanr, 
Dar'fl  thou  fupport  a  publiuYd  traitor  !  hence, 
Left  I  deftroy  thee  too.     Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg.  Chill  not  let  go,  zir,  without  vurther  'cafion, 

Stew.  Let  go,  flave,  or  thou  dy'ft. 

Edg.  Good  gentleman,  go  your  gate,  and  let 
poor  volk  pafs  :  and  'chud  ha*  been  zwagger'd  out 
of  my  life,  'twould  not  ha'  been  zo  long  as  'tis  by 
a  vort- night.  Nay,  come  noc near  th' old  man:  keep 
our,  or  i'fe  try  whether  your  coftard  or  my  bat  be 
the  harder.  [Figfot. 

fteiv.  Out,  dunghill!      [Edgar  knocks  him  down, 

Slave,  thou  haft  (lain  me:  oh,  untimely  death 

[Dies. 

Edg.  I  know  thee  well,  a  ferviceable  villain  ; 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  miftrets, 
As  badnels  would  defire. 

Glo.  What,  is  he  dead  ? 

Edg.  .Sit  you  down,  fir. 
This  is  a  letter-carrier,  and  may  have 
Some  papers  of  intelligence  —  what's  here  ? 

"  To  Edmund,  Earl  of  Glo'fter.       \Readlng. 

"  Let  our  reciprocal  vows  be  remembrcd.  You 
"  have  many  opportunities  to  cut  him  off:  if  h« 
**  return  the  conqueror,  then  am  I  the  prifoner, 

<l  and 
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*'  and  his  bed  my  goal  j  from  the  loathed  warmth 
"  whereof  deliver  me,  and  fupply  the  place  for  your 
"  labour. 

"  Your  (wife,  fo  I  would  fay) 

"  affectionate  Servant, 

G  O  N  E  R I L  L. 

Oh,  undiftinguifh'd  fpace  of  woman's  will ! 

A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  husband's  life, 

And  the  exchange  my  brother.     Here,  i'th'fands 

Thee  I'll  rake  up,  the  poft  unfanctified 

Of  murth'rous  letchers :  and  in  the  mature  time, 

With  this  ungracious  paper  ftrike  the  fight 

Of  the  death-pradis'd  Duke. 

Give  me  your  hand  : 

Come,  fir,  I  will  beftow  you  with  a  friend.  [Exeunt. 


END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 
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ACT       V. 

SCENE,     a  Chamber. 
Lear  a/leep  en  a  Couch ,  Cordelia,  and  Attendant !j.; 

Cordelia. 
Ye  kind  gods  ! 
5c$oc$o    ^  Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abufed 

O    jo         nature  ! 
^        ^O  Th'u-ntun'd  and  jarring  fenfes,  Oh, 


*  Of  this  child-changed  father! 

Phyf.  Be  by,   good  madam,  when  we  do  awake 

him  ; 
I  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Cor.  O  my  dear  father !  reftauration,  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips  -,   and  let  this  kifs 
Repair  thofe  violent  harms,  that  my  two  fitters 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made  ! 

Phyf.  Kind  and  deareft  princefs ! 

Cor.  O  Regan  !   Gonerill,  inhuman  fitters ! 
Had  he  not  been  your  father,    thefe  white  flakes 
Did  challenge  pity  of  you.    Was  this  a  face 
To  be  expos'd  againft  the  warring  winds? 
To  ftand  againft  the  deep,  dread-bolted  thunder  ? 
In  the  moft  terrible  and  nimble  ftroke 
Of  quick,  crofs  lightning  ? — My  very  enemy's  dog, 
Tho'  he  had  bit  me,   mould  have  ftood  that  night 
Againft  my  fire  :  and  waft  thou  fain,  poor  father, 
To  hovel  thee 

In  fhort  and  mufty  ftraw  ?    Alack,  alack  ! 
'Tis  wonder,  that  thy  life  and  wits,  at  once, 
Had  not  concluded  all. — He  wakes  •,  fpeak  to  him. 

Phyf,  Madam,  do  you  -,  'tis  fitteft  ? 

O. 
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Cor.  How  does  my  royal  lord  ?  how  fares  your 
Majefty  ? 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong,  to  'take  me  out  o'th' 

grave. 

Ha  !  is  this  too  a  world  of  cruelty  ! 
I  know  my  privilege  ;  think  not  that  I  will 
Be  treated  like  a  wretched  mortal !   No. 
No  more  of  that  ! 

Cor.  Speak  to  me,  fir,  who  am  I  ? 

Lear.  Thou  art  a  foul  in  bi:fs ;  but  I  am^bound 
Upon  a  v/hetl  cf  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  fcald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear.  You  are  a  fpirir,  I  know,  when  did  you  die  ? 

Car.  Still,    flill,  far  wide 

Pbyf.  He's  fcarce  awake  ;  he'll  foon  grow  more 
composed. 

Lear.  Where  have  I  been  ?  where  am  I  ?  fair 

day-light  ? 

I'm  mightily  abus'd  ;  I  mould  even  die  with  pity, 
To  lee  another  thus.     I  know  noc  what  to  fay  •, 
I  will  not  fwear  thefe  are  rny  hands  : 
Would  I  were  affur'd  of  my  condition  ! 

Cor.  O  look  upon  me,  fir, 
And  hold  your  hand  in  benediction  o'er  me. 
Nay,  Sir,  you  muft  not  kneel. 

Lear.  Pray,  do  not  mock  me ; 
I  am  a  very  foolifh  fond  old  man, 
Fourfcore  and  upward ;  and  to  deal  plainly, 
I  fear,  I  am  net  in  my  perfect  mind. 

Cor.  Ah  then  farewtl  to  patience !  witnefs  for  me, 
Ye  mighty  pow'rs,  I  ne'er  complain'd  till  now  ! 

Lear.  Methinks,  I  mould  know  you,  and  know 

this  man. 

Yet  I  am  doubtful:   for  I'm  mainly  ignorant, 
What  place  this  is;  and  all  the  fkiil  I  have, 
Remembers  not  thefe  garments ;   nay,  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  deep  laft  night.    Do  not  laugh  at  me, 

For, 
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For,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think,  this  lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Cor.  O  my  dear,  dear  father! 

Lear.   Be  your  tears  wet  ?  yes  faith;  pray  do  not 

weep. 

I  know  I  have  giv'n  thee  caufe,  and  am  fo  humbled 
With  croflrs  fmce,  that  1  cou'd  afk 
Forgivenefs  of  thee,  were  it  pofiible 
That  thou  cou'dft  grant  it ; 
IF  thou  haft  poifon  ibr  me  I  will  drink  it, 
Blefs  thee,   and  die. 

Cor.  O  pity,  fir,  a  bleeding  heart,  and  ceafe 
This  killing  language. 

Lear.  Tell  me,  Friends,  where  am  I  ? 

Pbyf.  In  your  own  kingdom,  fir. 

Lear.  Do  not  abufe  me. 

Pbyf.  Be  comforted,  good  madam,  for  the  violence 
Of  his  diflemper's  pall  -,  we'll  lead  him  in, 
Nor  trouble  him,  'till  he  is  better  fettled. 
Wil't  pleafe  you,  fir,  walk  into  freer  air? 

Lear.  You  mud  bear  with  me ;  pray  you  now, 
forget  and  forgive  !  I  am  old  and  foolifli. 

\Tbey  Isad  him  off. 

Cor.  The  gods  reftore  you  ! — hark  I  hear  afar 
The  beaten  Drum,     Oh  !  for  an  arm 
Like  the  fierce  Thunderer's,  when  the  Earth-born 

fons 

Storm'd  heav'n,  to  fight  this  injur'd  father's  battle  ! 
That  I  cou'd  fhift  my  fex,  and  dye  me  deep 
In  his  oppofer's  blood  !   but,  as  I  may, 
With  women's  weapons,  piety  andpray'rs, 
I'll  aid  his  caufe. — You  never-erring  gods 
Fight  on  his  fide,  and  thunder  on  his  foes 
Such  tempefts  as  his  poor  ag'd  head  fuftain'd  : 
Your  Image  fuffers  when  a  monarch  bleeds : 
'Tis  your  own  caufe ;  for  that  your  fuccours  bring  j 
Revenge  yourfelves,  and  right  an  injur'd  king  ! 

[Exif. 
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Bajiard  in  his  'Tent. 

^.  To  both  thefe  lifters  have  I  fworn  my  love, 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  flung 
Are  of  the  adder  ; — neither  can  be  held, 
If  both  remain  alive. — Where  mail  I  fix  ? 
Cornwall  is  dead,  and  Regan's  empty  bed 
Seems  caft  by  fortune  for  me — But  bright  Gonerill, 
Brings  yet  uncafted  beauty  •,  I  v/ill  ufe 
HerTiufband's  count'nance  for  the  battle,  then 
Ufurp  at  once  his  bed  and  throne.     [Enter  Officers. 
My  trufty  fcouts,  you're  well  return'd ;  have  ye 

defcry'd 
The  ftrength  and  pofture  of  the  enemy  ? 

Off.  We  have,   and  were  furpris'd  to  find 
The  banim'd  Kent  return'd,  and  at  their  head  ; 
Your  brother  Edgar  on  the  rear  •,  old  Glo'fter 
(A  moving  Ipectaclt)  led  through  the  ranks, 
Whofe    pow'rful    tongue,    and    more   prevailing 

vwongs, 

Have  fo  enrag'd  their  ruftic  fp:nt,  that  with 
Th'  approaching  dawn  we  muft  expect  a  battle. 
]&$.  You  bring  a  welcome  hearing.  Each  to  his 

charge  ; 

Line  well  your  ranks,  and  (land  on  your  award. 
To  night  repofe  you  ;  and  i'th*  morn  we'll  give 
The  fun  a  fight  that  mall  be  worth  his  rifing. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE,  a  Valley  near  the  Camp. 
Enter  Edgar  and  Glocefter. 

Ed*.  Here,  fir,  take  you  the  madow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  hoft  \  pray  that  the  right  may  thrive : 
If  ever  I  -return  to  you  again, 
I'll  bring  you  comfort.  \Exit. 

670.  Thanks,  friendly  fir; 
The  fortune  your  good  caufe  deferves  betide  you. 

An  Alarm  \  after  which  Glocefter  fpeaks. 

The  fight  grows  hot-,  the  whole  war's  now  at  work, 

Where's 
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Where's  Glo'fter  now,  that  us'd  to  head  the  fray  ? 
No  more  of  fhelter,  thou  blind  worm,  but  forth 
To  th'  open  field  ?  the  war  may  come  this  way, 
And  cruih  thee  into  reft.  —  Here  lay  thee  down, 
And  tear  the  earth.    When,  Edgar,  wilt  thou  come 
To  pardon,  and  difmifs  me  to  the  grave  ? 

[A  Retreat  founded. 
Hark !  a  retreat ;  the  king  I  fear  has  loft. 

Re-enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Away,  old  man,  give  me  your  hand,  away! 
King  Lear  has  loft ;  he  and  his  daughter  ta'en: 
Give  rue  your  hand.     Come  on ! 

Glo.  No  farther,  fir;  a  man  may  rot,  even  here. 
Edg.  What  *  in  ill  thoughts  again  ?  men  muft 

endure 

Their  going  hence,  ev'n  as  their  coming  hither. 
Glo.  Heaven's  will  be  done  then  !  henceforth  I'll 

endure 

Affliction,  till  it  do  cry  out  itfelf, 
Enough,  enough,   and  die.  [Exeunt. 

Fkuri/h.  Enter  in  Corrqueft,  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan, 
Baftard.  —  Lear,  Kent,    Cordelia,  Prifomrs* 

Alb.  It  is  enough  to  have  conquer'd;  cruelty 
Shou'd ne'er furvive  thefight.  Captain  o'th'  Guard, 
Treat  well  your  royal  priibners,  'till  you  have 
Our  farther  orders,  as  you  hold  our  pleafure. 

Baft.  Sir,    I  approve  it  fafeft  to  pronounce 
Sentence  of  death  upon  this  wretched  king, 
Whofe  age  has  charms  in  it,  his  title  more, 
To  draw  the  commons  once  more  to  his  fide  5 
'Twere  belt  prevent  • 

Alb.  Sir,  by  your  favour, 
I  hold  you  but  a  fubjed;  of  this  war, 
Not  as  a  brother. 

Reg.  Thai's  as  we  lift  to  grace  him. 
Have  you  forgot  that  he  did  lead  our  pow'rs  ? 
Bore  the  commiflion  of  our  place  and  perfon  ? 
And  that  authority  may  well  Hand  up, 
And  call  iiftlf  your  brother.  Con, 
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Go;t.  Not  fo  hot! 

In  his  own  merit  he  exalts  h'mfelf, 
More  than  in  your  addition. 

Enter  Edgar  difguisd. 

Alb.  What  art  thou  ? 

Edg.  Pardon  me,   fir,  that  I  prefume  to  flop 
A  prince  and  conqu'ror;  yet,  ere  you  triumph, 
Give  ear  to  whac  a  itrangcr  ran  deliver 
Of  what  concerns  you  more  than  triumph  can. 
1  do  impeach  your  general  there  tf  treaibn, 
Lord  Edmund,  that  ufurps  the  name  of  Glo'fter, 
Ot  foulcft practice  'gain  ft  your  life  and  honour; 
This  charge  is  true  :  and  wretched  though  I  feerr>, 
J  can  produce  a  champion  that  will  prove 
fn  fingle  combat  what  I  do  avouch. 
It  Edmund  dares  but  truft  his  cauie  and  ("word. 

Edb.What  will  not  Edmim  J  dare  ?  my  lord,  I  beg 
You'd  inftantly  appoint 
The  place  where  1  may  meet  this  challenger, 
Whom  I  will  facrifice  to  my  wrong'd  fame  : 
Remember,  fir,  that  injur'd  honour's  nice, 
And  cannot  brook  delay  ! 

Alb.  Anon>  before  our  ten r,  i'th' army's  view, 
There  let  the  herald  cry ! 

Edg.  I  thank  your  highnefs   in  my  champion's 

name  : 
He'll  wait  your  trumpet's  call. 

Alb.  Lead,  [Exit  Alb.  and  train. 

Edm.  Come   hither,    captain,  hark !   take  thou 
this  note  ;  [Giving  a  paper. 

One  ftep  I  have  advanc'd  thee  !  if  thou  doll 
As  this  inftrucls  thee,  thou  doft  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes:  know,  thou  this,  that  men 
Arc  as  the  time  is  •,  to  be  tender-minded 
Does  not  become  a  fword  ;  my  great  employment 
"Will  not  bear  qurftion  •,  either  lay,  thou'it  do'tj 
Or  thrive  by  other  mrans. 

Caff.   1'il  do't,  my  lord. 

Ham.  About  k,  and   write  happy  when  thou'ft 
done.  [Exit. 
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Manent  Lear,  Kent,  Ccrdelia,  guarded. 

Lear.  O  Kent !  Cordelia  ! 
You  are  the  only  pair  that  e'er  I  wrong'd, 
And  the  juft  gods  have  made  you  witnefles 
Of  my  difgrace;  the  very  fhame  of  fortune, 
To  lee  me  chain'd  and  fhackled  at  thefe  years  ! 
Yet  were  you  but  ipeclators  of  my  woes, 
Not  fellow- fufferers,  all  were  well. 

Cor.  This  language,  fir,  adds  yet  to  our  affliction. 

Lear.  Thou  Kent,  didft  head   the  troops  that 

fought  my  battle. 

Expos'd  thy  life   and  fortunes  for  a  mafter 
That  had  (as  I  remember)  banim'd  thee. 

Kent.  Pardon  me,  fir,  that  once  I  broke  your 

orders. 

Banim'd  by  you,  I  kept  me  here  difguis'd 
To  watch  your  fortunes,  and  protect  your  perfon : 
You  know  you  entertain'd  a  rough  blunt  fellow, 
One  Caius,  and  you  thought  he  did  you  fervice. 

Lear.  My  trufty  Caius,  I  have  loft  him  too  ! 
'Twas  a  rough  honefty.  [Weeps. 

Kent.   I  was  that  Caius, 
Difguis'd  in  that  coarfe  drefs,  to  follow  you. 

Lear.    My  Caius,    too !    wert   thou  my  trufty 

Caius  ? 
Enough,  enough. 

Cor.  Ah  mr,    he  faints !  his   blood  forfakes  his 

cheek. 
Help,   Kent  ! 

Lear.  No,  no,  they  (hall  not  fee  us  weep. 
We'll   fee  them  rot  firft. — Guards,  lead  away  to 

prifon. 

Come,  Kent  -,  Cordelia,  come ; 
V/c  two  will  fit  alone,  like  birds  i'rh'cage  : 
When  thou  doit  afk  me  blciling,  I'll  kneel  down 
And  afk  of  thee  forgivcnefs  j  thus  we'll  live  and 

pray, 

And  take  upon  us  the  myftery  <?f  things, 
As  if  we  were  heav'n  s  Jpies. 

F  Cor'. 
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Cor.  Upon  fuch  facrifices 
The  gods  themfclves  throw  incenfe. 

Lear.  Have  I  caught  you  ? 

He  that  parts  us,  muft  bring  a  brand  from  heav'n: 
Together  we'll  out-toil  the  fpite  of  hell, 
And  die  the  wonders  of  the  world  -,  away  ! 

[Exeunt  guarded. 

Flouriflj.     Enter  before  tie  Tents,  Albany,  Edmund, 
Guards  and  Attendants. 

Alb.  Now  Glo'fter,  truft  to  thy   fingle  virtue : 

for  thy  foldiers, 

All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  difcharge  :  now  let  our  trumpets  fpeak, 
And  herald  read  out  this.  [Herald  reads-. 

"  If  any  man  of  quality  within  the  lifts  of  the 
"  army  will  maintain  upon  Edmund,  fuppos'd  earl 
"  of  Glo'fter,  that  he  is  a  manifold  traitor,  let  him 
"  appear  by  the  third  found  of  the  trumpet ;  he 

"  is  bold  in  his  defence. Again,  again." 

[Trumpet  anfwsrsfrcm  within. 

Enter  Edgar  armd. 

Alb.  Lord  Edgar ! 

Edm.  Ha  !   my  brother  ! 
The  only  combatant  that  I  cou'd  fear, 
For  in  my  breaft  guilt  duels  on  his  fide  : 
But,  conlcience,  what  have  I  to  do  with  thee  ? 
Awe  thou  the  dull  legitimate  flaves  :  but  I 
Was  born  a  libertine,  and  fo  I  keep  me. 

Edg.  My  noble  prince,  a  word  ; — ere  we  engage, 
Into  your  highnefs'  hands  1  give  this  paper; 
It  wi;l  the  truth  cf  my  impnrachment  prove, 
"Whatever  be  my  fortune  in  the  fight. 

Alb.  We  (hall  perufe  it. 

Edg.  Now,  Edmund,  draw  thy  fword, 
That  if  my  fpeech  has  wrong'd  a  noble  heart, 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  juftice:  here  i'th'  prefence 

Of 
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Of  this  high  Prince,  and  this  renowned  lift, 
I  brand  thee  with  the  fpotted  name  of  Traitor  ; 
Falfe  to  thy  gods,  thy  father,  and  thy  brother, 
And,  what  is  more,  thy  friend  ;  falfe  to  this  Prince: 
If  then  thou  fhar'ft  a  fpark  of  Glo'fter's  virtue, 
Acquit  thyfelf ;  or  if  thou  fhar'ft  his  courage, 
Meet  this  defiance  bravely. 

Edm.  I  have  a  daring  foul,   and  fo  have  at  thy 

heart. 

Sound,  trumpet.  [Ftgbl,  Baftard/^/j-. 

What  you  have  charg'd  me  with,  that  I  have  done: 
And  more,  much  more;  the  time  will  bring  it  out. 
'Tis  pad,  and  fo  am  I  .- 

Edg.  The  gods  arejuft,  and  of  our  pleafant  vices 
Make  inftruments  to  fconrge  us  : 
The  dark  and  vicious  place,  where  thee  he  got, 
Coft  him  his  eyes. 

Edm.  Thou'ft  fpoken  right,  'cis.true, 
The  wheel  is  come  full  circle  •,  I  am  here. 
Yet,  ere  I  die,  fome  good  I  mean  to  do,  , 

Defpight  of  mine  own  nature.     Quickly  fend 
(Be  brief,)    into  the  caftle  ;  for  my  order 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear  and  Cordelia. 
Nay,  fend  in  time. 

Edg.  Run,  run,  O  run 

Alb.  The  gods  defend  them  !    bear  him  hence  a 
while.  [Edm.  is  borne  off.  Exeunt. 

SCENE,    A  Prifon. 
Lear  afleep,  with  hi3  Head  on  Cordelia'j  Lap. 

Cord.  What    toils,  thou    wretched  King,    haft 

thou  endur'd, 

To  make  thee  draw,  in  chains,  a  deep  fo  found  ? 
O  gods !  A  fudden  gloom  o'erwhelms  me,  and  the 

image 
Of  death  o'erfpreads  the  place. — Ha!  who  are  thefe? 

Captain  and  Officers  with  Cords. 
C'ipt.  Now,  firs,  difpatch;   already  you  are  paid 
In  part,  the  beft  of  your  reward's  to  come. 

F  2  Lear. 
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Lear.    Charge,  charge,  upon  the  flank,  the  left 

wing  halts. 

Pufh,  pufh  the  battle,  and  the  day's  our  own. 
Their  ranks  are  broken,  down,  down  with  Albany ! 
Who  holds  my  hands  ? — O  thou  deceiving  deep  ; 
I  was  this  very  minute  on  the  chace, 
And    now   a    pris'ner    here! — What    mean   the 

Slaves  ? 
You  will  not  murder  me  ? 

Cord.  Help,  earth  and  heaven  ! 
For  your  fouls  fake,  dear  firs,  and  for  the  gods  ! 

Offi.  No  tears,  good   lady ; 
Come,  firs,  make  ready  your  cords. 

Cord.  You,  fir,  I'll  feize, 
You  have  a  human  form,  and  if  no  prayers 
Can  touch  your  foul  to  fpare  a  poor  King's  life, 
If  there  be  any  thing  that  you  hold  dear, 
By  that  I  beg  you  to  difpatch  me  firft. 

Capt.  Comply  with  her  requeft  ;  difpatch  her  firft. 
Lear.  Off  hell-hounds,   by   the  gods  I  charge 

you  fpare  her ; 

*Tis  my  Cordelia,  my  true  pious  daughter; 
No  pity  ? — Nay,  then  take  an  old  man's  vengeance. 
Snatches  a  Sword,  and  kills  two  cf  them ;  the  reft  quit 

Cordelia,  and  turn  upon  him. 
Enter  Edgar,  Albany,  and  Guards. 
Edg.  Death !    hell !  ye  vultures,  hold  your  im- 
pious hands, 

Or  take  a  fpeedier  death  than  you  wou'd  give. 
Alb.  Guards,  feize  thole  instruments  of  cruelty. 
Gtftf.Look  here,  my  lord,  fee  where  the  generous 

King 
Has  flain  two  of  'em. 

Lear.  Did  I  not,  Fellow  ? 

I've  feen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  faulchion 
I  cou'd  have  made  'em  fkip  :  I  am  old  now, 
And  thefe  vile  crofies  fpoil  me  •,   out  of  breath  ; 
Fie,  oh  !  quite  out  of  breath,  and  fpent. 

Mb* 
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Alb.  Bring  in  old  Kent ;  and,  Edgar,  guide  you 

hither 

Your  father,  whom  you  faid  was  near;  [Ex.  Edgar. 
He  may  be  an  ear-witnefs  at  the  leaft 
Of  our  proceedings.  [Kent  brought  in. 

Lear.  Who  are  you  ? 

My  eyes  are  none  o'th'  beft,  I'll  tell  you  ftraight : 
Oh  Albany !  Well,  fir,  we  are  your  captives, 
And  you  are  come  to  fee  death  pafs  upon  us. 
Why  this  delay  ? — Or  is't  your  highnefs5  pleafure 
To  give  us  firft  the  torture  ?  fay  ye  fo  ? 
Why  here's  old  Kent  and  I,  as  tough  a  pair 
As  e'er  bore  tyrant's  ftroke. — But,  my  Cordelia, 
My  poor  Cordelia  here,  O  pity  her ! 

Alb.  Thou  injur'd  Majefty, 
The  wheel  of  fortune  now  has  made  her  circle, 
And  bleffings  yet  (land  'twixt  the  grave  and  thee, 

Lear.  Com'ft  thou,  inhuman  lord,  to  footh  us 

back 

To  a  fool's  paradife  of  hope,  to  make 
Our  doom  more  wretched  ?  Go  to,  we  are  too  well 
Acquainted  with  misfortune,  to  be  gull'd 
With  lying  hope ;  no,  we  will  hope  no  more. 

Alb.  Know,  the  noble  Edgar 
Impeach'd  lord  Edmund,  fmce  the  fight,  oftreafon, 
And  dar'd  him  for  the  proof  to  fingle  combat, 
In  which  the  gods  confirm'd  his  charge  by  con- 

queft; 
I  left  ev'n  now  the  traitor  wounded  mortally. 

Lear.  And  whither  tends  this  ftory  ? 

Alb.  Ere  they  fought, 

Lord  Edgar  gave  into  my  hands  this  paper; 
A  blacker  fcroll  oftreafon  and  ofluft 
Than  can  be  found  in  the  records  of  hell ; 
There,  facred  fir,  behold  the  character 
Of  Gonerill,  the  worft  of  daughters,  but 
More  vicious  wife. 

Ccr.  Cou'd  there  be  yet  addition  to  their  guilt ! 
\Vhat  will  not  they  that  wrong  a  father  do  ? 

6  M. 
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Alb.  Since  then  my  injuries,  Lear,  fall  in  with 

thine, 
I  have  refolv'd  the  fame  redrefs  for  both. 

Kent.  What  fays  my  lord  ? 

Cor.  Speak,  for  methought  I  heard 
The  charming  voice  of  a  ddcending  god. 

Alb.  The  troops,  by  Edmund  rais'd,  I  have  dif- 

banded; 

Thofe  that  remain  are  under  my  command. 
What  comfort  may  be  brought  to  chear  your  age, 
And  heal  your  favage  wrongs,  fiiall  beapply'd; 
For  to  your  majcfty  we  do  refign 
Your  kingdom,  fave  what  part  yourfelf  conferr'd 
On  us  in  marriage. 

Kent.  Hear  you  that,  my  liege? 

Cor.  Then  there  are  gods,  and  virtue  is  their 
care. 

Lear.  Is't  pofiible  ? 

Let  the  fpheres  flop  their  courfe,  the  fun  make  halt, 
The  winds  be  hufh'd,  the  teas  and  fountains  reft; 
All  nature  paufe,   and  liften  to  the  change. 
Where  is  my  Kent,  my  Cains  ? 

Kent.  Here,  my  liege. 

Lear.  Why  I  have  news  that  will  recall  thy  youth: 
Ha!   didft  thou  hear'r,  or  did  th*  infpiring  gods 
Whifper  to  me  alone  ?  old  Learfhall  be 
A  king  again. 

Alb.  Thy  captive  daughter  too,  the    wife    of 

France, 

Unranfom'd  we  enlarge,    and  mail,    with  fpeed, 
Give  her  fafe  convoy  to  her  royal  husband. 

Lear.  Cordelia  then  is  Queen  again.   Mark  that ! 
Winds,  catch  the  found, 
And  bear  it  on  your  rofy  wings  to  heav'n  : 
Cordelia's  ftill  a  Queen. 

Re-enter  Edgar  with  Glocefter. 

Alb.  Look,  fir,  where  pious  Edgar  comes, 
Leading  his  eyelefs  Father. 

GIo. 
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Glo.  Where's  my  liege?  conduct  me  to  his  knees, 

to  hail 

His  fecond  birth  of  empire  :  my  dear  Edgar 
Has  with  himfelfreveal'dtheking'sbleftreftauration. 

Lear.  My  poor  dark  Glo'fter  ! 

Glo.  O  let  me  kifsthat  once  more  fcepter'd  hand! 

Lear.  Speak,  is  not  that  the  noble  fufPringEdgar? 

Glo.  My  pious  fjn,  more  dear  than  my  loll  eyes. 

Edg.   Your  leave,  my  liege,  for  an  unwelcome 

meflage. 

Edmund  (but  that's  a  trifle)  is  expir'd. 
What  more  will  touch  you,  your  imperiousdaughters, 
Gonerill  and  haughty  Regan,  both  are  dead, 
Each  by  the  other  poifon'd  at  a  banquet : 
This,   dying,   they  confcfs'd. 

Cord.  O  fatal  period  of  ill-govern'd  life  ! 

Lear.  Ingrateful  as  they  were,  my  heart  feels  yet 
A  pang  of  nature  for  their  wretched  fall. 

Glo.  Now,  gentle  gods,giveGlo'fterhisdifcharge. 

Lear.  No, Glo'fter,  thou  haft  bufinefsyetforlife; 
Thou,  Kent,  and  I,    in  fweet  tranquillity 
Will  gently  pafs  the  evening  of  our  days  ; 
Thus  will  we  talk,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh. 
At  gilded  butterflies :  and  our  remains 
Shall  in  an  even  courfe  of  thoughts  be  pafs'd. 
My  child,   Cordelia,    all  the  gods  can  witnefs 
How  much  thy  truth  to  empire  I  prefer  ! 
Thy  bright  example  mail  convince  the  world 
f  Whatever  ftorms  of  fortune  are  decreed) 
That  Truth  and  Virtue  fhall  at  laft  fucceed. 

[Exeunt  Omnes. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


TH  E  Editor  of  the  following  Comedy 
always  conftdered  it  as  one  of  the  principal 
duties  of  a  Director  of  a  Theatre,  to  atone, 
in  fome  meafure,  for  the  mummery  which  his 
fituation  obliges  him  to  exhibit,  by  bringing  for- 
ward the  productions  of  our  mod  efteemed 
Writers.  The  alterations  he  hazarded  for  this 
purpofe  having  been  generally  approved,  it  is 
needlefs  to  point  out  or  enforce  their  propriety ; 
much  lefs  can  he  think  it  necefTary  to  vindicate  the 
eftablifhed  reputation  of  the  Author.  Writers  of 
the  moft  diftinguifhed  tafle  and  genius  have  ho- 
noured the  SILENT  WOMAN  of  BEN  JONSON  with 
the  moft  lavilh  encomiums  •,  but  the  Criticks  of 
our  day,  unawed  by  authority,  and  trufting  to 
the  light  of  their  own  underftanding,  have  dik 
covered,  that  there  is  neither  ingenuity  nor 
contrivance  in  the  Fable,  nature  in  the  Characters, 
nor  wit  nor  humour  in  the  Dialogue.  The  prefent 
Editor,  however,  cannot  pay  them  fo  high  a  com- 
pliment, as  to  fuppofe  it  incumbent  on  him  to 
defend  the  Author  and  his  admirers,  or  to  make 
any  apology  for  having,  with  the  kind  affiftance 
of  Mr.  Garrick,  promoted  the  revival  of  Epicawe ; 
the  perufal  of  which  he  recommends'  in  the  Clofet, 
to  thofe  acute  fpirits  who  thought  it  unworthy  of 
the  Stage. 

"We  think  our  Fathers  fools,  fo  wife  we  grow  ! 
Our  wifgr  Sons,  no  doubt,  will  think  us  fo. 


PROLOGUE. 

Written    by    GEORGE    COLMAN. 
Spoken     by     Mr.     PALME  R. 

HAPPY  the  foaring  bard  who  boldly  wooes, 
And  wins  the  favour  of,  the  tragic  mufe ! 
He  from  the  grave  may  call  the  mighty  deadj 
In  bufkins  and  blank  verfe  the  ftage  to  tread ; 
On  Pompeys  and  old  Casfars  rife  to  fame, 
And  join  the  poet's  to  th'  hiflorian's  name. 
The.comick  wit,  alas  !  whofe  eagle  eyes 
Pierce  Nature  thro',  and  mock  the  time's  difgmfet 
Whofe  pencil  riving  follies  brings  to  view, 
Survives  thofe  follies,  and  his  portraits  too  j 
Like  ftar-gazers,  deplores  his  lucklefs  fate, 
For  laft  year's  Almanacks  are  out  of  date, 
"  The  Fox,  the  Alchemift,  the  Silent.  Woman, 
*'  Done  by  Hen  Jonfon,  are  out-done  by  no  man.** 
Thus  fung  lii  rough,  but  panegyrick,  rhirhes, 
The  wits  and  criticks  of  our  author's  times/ 
But  now  we  bring  him  forth  with  dread  and  doubt, 
And  fear  his  learned  focks  are  quite  worn  out. 
The  fubtle  Alchemiit  grows  objplete, 
And  Drugger's  Humour  fcarcely  keeps  him  fweet. 

To-night,  if  you  would  feaft  your  eyes  and  ears, 
Go  back  in  fancy  near  two  hundred  years  5 
A  play  cf  Ruffs  and  Farthingales  review, 
Old  Englifh  faftiions,  fuch  as  tfcen  were  new  1 
Drive  not  Torn  Otter's  Bulls  and  Bears  away ; 
Worfe  Bulls  and  Bears  difgrace  the  prefent  day. 
On  fair  Collegiates  let  no  critick  frown  ! 
A  Ladies'  Club  ftill  hold  its  rank  in  town. 
If  modern  Cooks,  who  nightly  treat  the  .pit,        3 
Do  not  quite  cloy  and  furfeit  you  with  wit,          > 
From  the  old  kitchen  pleafe  to  pick  a  bit !         3 
If  once,  with  hearty  ftomachs  to  regale 
On  old  Ben  Jonfon's  fare,  tho'  fomewhat  ftalc, 
A  meal  on  Bobadil  you  deign'd  to  make, 
Take  Epiccene  for  his  and  Kitely's  fake  ! 
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.3 

AH  apartment  in  Clerimonfs  boufe. 

Clerimont,  Boy. 

Clerimont.  IT   "T  AVE  you  got  the  fong  yet  perfed, 
I      8      I  gave  you,  boy  ? 
JL    JL  Boy.  Yes,  Sir. 
Cle.  Let  me  hear  it. 
Boy.  You  Ihall,  Sir. 


SONG. 

Still  to  be  neat,  flill  to  be  dreft* 
As  you,  were  going  to  a  feaft  \ 
Still  to  be  powder' d,  flill  f  erf um *d : 
Lady,  it  is  to  be  prefunfd, 
Though  arfs  hid  caufes  are  not  found, 
All  is  not  fweet,  all  is  not  found. 

B  Give 
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Give  me  a  look^  give  me  a  face, 
That  makes  Jimpli  city  a  grace ; 
Robes  loofely  flowing^  hair  as  free : 
Such  fweet  neglect  more  taketh  me^ 
Than  all  tfr  adulteries  of  art ; 
They  ftr ike  mine  eyes^  but  not  my  heart. 

Enter  Truewit. 

Tru.  Why,  here's  the  man  that  can  melt  away 
his  time,  and  never  feels  it !  What  between  his 
miftrefs  abroad,  high  fare  at  home,  foft  lodging, 
fine  cloaths,  and  his  fiddle ;  he  thinks  the  hours 
have  no  wings,  or  the  day  no  poft-horfe.  Well, 
Sir  Gallant,  were  you  ftruck  with  the  plague  this 
minute,  or  condemn'd  to  any  capital  punilhment 
to-morrow,  you  would  begin  then  to  diink,  and 
value  every  particle  o'  your  time,  efteem  it  at  the 
true  rate,  and  give  all  for't. 

Cle.  Why,  what  mould  a  man  do  ? 

Tru.  Why,  nothing ;  or,  that,  which  when  'tis 
d'  ne,  is  as  idle :  Hearken  after  the  next  horfe-race, 
or  hunting- match ;  lay  wagers  ;  fwear  upon  White- 
foot's  party  -,  fpeak  aloud,  that  my  lords  may  hear 
you  -,  vifit  my  ladies  at  night,  and  be  able  to  give 
'em  the  character  of  every  bowler  or  better  o'  the 
green.  Theie  be  the  things,  wherein  your  falhion- 
able  men  exercife  themfelves,  and  I  for  company. 

Cle.  Nay,  if  I  have  thy  authority,  I'll  not  leave 
yet.  Come,  the  other  are  confiderations,  when  we 
come  to  have  grey  heads,  and  weak  hams  ;  we'll 
think  on  'em  then  •,  then  we'll  pray  and  faft. 

Tru.  "Ay,  and  defbine  only  that  time  of  age  to 
goodnefs,  which  our  want  of  ability  will  not  let  us 
employ  in  evil? 

Cle.  Why,  then  'tis  time  enough. 

Tru.  Yes,  as  if  a  man  mould  deep  all  the  term, 
and  think  to  effect  his  bufmefs  the  laft  day.  Oh, 

Clerimont, 
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Clerimont,  fee  but  our  common  difeafe !  with  what 
juftice  can  we  complain,  that  great  men  will  not 
look  upon  us,  nor  be  at  leifure  to  give  our  affairs 
fuch  difpatch  as  we  expedb,  when  we  will  never  do 
it  to  ourfelves  ;  not  hear,  nor  regard  ourfelves. 

Cle.  Foh,  thou  haft  read  Plutarch's  Morals,  now, 
or  fome  fuch  tedious  fellow  -,  and  it  mews  fo  vilely 
with  thee  :  'Twill  fpoil  thy  wit  utterly.  Talk  me 
of  pins,  and  feathers,  and  ladies,  and  ruflies,  and 
fuch  things  :  And  leave  this  alone,  'till  thou  mak'ft 
fermons. 

TLTU.  Well,  Sir,  if  it  will  not  take,  I  have 
learn'd  to  lofe  as  little  of  my  kindriefs,  as  I  can.  I'll 
do  good  to  no  man  againft  his  will,  certainly. 
When  were  you  at  the  college  ? 

Cle.  What  college? 

Tru.  A  new  foundation,  Sir,  here  i*  the  town,  of 
ladies,  that  call  themfelves  the  collegiates ;  and  give 
entertainment  to  all  the  wits,  and  braveries  o'  the 
time,  as  they  call  'em  :  Cry  down,  or  up,  what  they 
like  or  diilike  in  a  brain  or  a  fafhion,  with  mofb 
mafcuUne,  or  rather  hermaphroditical  authority; 
and  every "  day  gain  to  their  college  fome  new 
probationer. 

Cle.  Who  is  the  prefident  ? 

2>«.  The  grave  and  youthful  matron,  the  lady 
Haughty. 

Cle.  A  plague  of  her  autumnal  face,  her  piec'd 
beauty  :  There's  no  man  can  be  admitted  till  me  be 
ready,Yiow-a-days,till  me  has  painted,  and  perfum'd. 

Tru.  And  a  wile  lady  will  keep  a  guard  always. 
I  once  followed  a  rude  fellow  into  a  chamber  where 
the  poor  madam,  for  hafte,  and  troubled,  fnatch'd 
at  her  peruke,  to  cover  her  baldnefs,  and  put  it  on 
the  wrong  way. 

Cle.  Oh  prodigy  ! 

Tru.  And  the  unconfcionable  knave  held  her  in 

compliment  an  hour  with  that  revers'd  face,  when 

B  2  I  Hill 
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I  (bill  look'd  when  me  fhould  talk  from  the  t'other 
fide. 

Cle.  Why,  thou  mould'ft  have  reliev'd  her. 
5V#.  No  faith,  I  let  her  alone  •,  as  we'll  let  this 
argument,    if   you  pleafe,    and  pafs  to   another. 
When  faw  you  Sir  Dauphine  Eugene  ? 

Cle.  Not  thefe  three  days.  Shall  we  go  to  him 
this  morning  ?  He  is  very  melancholick,  I  hear. 

2>«.  Sick  o'  the  uncle,  is  he  ?  I  met  that  ftiff 
piece  of  formality,  his  uncle,  yefterday,  with  a  huge 
turbant  of  nights-caps  on  his  head,  buckled  over 
his  ears. 

Cle.  Oh,  that's  his  cuftom  when  he  walks  abroad. 
He  can  endure  no  noife,  man. 

Tru.  So  I  have  heard.  But  is  the  difeafe  fo  ridi- 
culous in  him  as  it  is  made  ?  They  fay  he  has  been 
upon  divers  treaties  with  the  fifh-wives,  and  orange- 
women  ;  and  articles  propounded  between  them : 
Marry,  the  chimney-fweepers  will  not  be  drawn  in. 
Cle.  No,  nor  the  broom-men ;  They  ftand  out 
ftirly.  He  cannot  endure  a  coftard-monger,  he 
fwoons  if  he  hear  one. 

7r».  Methinks  a  fmith  mould  be  ominous. 
Cle.  Or  any   hammer-man.,    A   brazier  is  not 
fuffered  to  dwell  in  the  parim,  nor  an  armorer. 
He  would  have  hang'd  a  pewterer's  'prentice  once, 
for  being  o'  that  trade.  , 

3>«.  A  trumpet  would  fright  him  terribly,  or  the 
hau'boys. 

Cle.  Out  of  his  fenfes.  The  waights  of  the  city 
have  a  penfion  of  him  not  to  come  near  that  ward. 
This  youth  praclis'd  on  him  One  night  like  the  bell- 
man, and  never  left  till  he  had  brought  him  down 
to  the  door,  with  a  long  fword  :  And  there  left  him 
fiouriming  with  the  air.  And,  another  time,  a 
fencer,  going  to  his  prize,  had  his  drum  moft  tragi- 
cally run  through,  for  taking  that  ilreet  in  his  way 
at  my  requeft. 
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3>«.  A  good  wag.     How  does  he  for  the  bells  ? 

Cle.  Why,  Sir,  he  hath  chofen  a  ftreet  to  live  in, 
fo  narrow  at  both  ends,  that  it  will  receive  no 
coaches,  nor  carts,  nor  any  of  thole  common 
noifes  :  And  as  for  the  bells,  the  perpetuity  of 
ringing  has  made  him  devife  a  room,  with  double 
walls,  and  treble  ,cieiings ;  the  windows  clofe 
fhut  and  calk'd :  And  there  he  lives  by  candle- 
light. He  turn'd  away  a  man  laft  week,  for  having 
a  pair  of  new  fhoes  that  creak'd.  And  his  fellow 
.waits  on  him  now  in  tennis-court  focks,  or  flippers 
foal'd  with  wool :  And  they  talk  to  each  other  in  a 
trunk.  '  See,  who  comes  here  ! 

Enter  Dauphinc. 

Dau.  How  now  !  what  ail  you,  Sirs  ?  dumb  ? 

Tru.  Struck  into  fcone,  almoft,  I  am  here,  with 
tales  o'  thine  uncle  !  There  was  never  fuch  a  pro- 
digy heard  of. 

Dau.  I  would  you  would  once  lofe  this  fubjeft, 
my  mailers,  for  my  fake.     They  are  fuch  as  yoij 
are,  that  have  brought  me  into  that  predicament  I  ' 
am  with  him.      ; 

I'm    How  is  that  ? 

Dau.  Marry,  that  he  will  difmherit  me.  No 
more.  He  thinks  I,  and  my  company,  are  authors 
of  all  the  ridiculous  {lories  told  of  him. 

Tru.  'Slife,  I  would  be  the  author  of  more  to  vex 
him  ;  that  purpofe  deferves  it :  It  gives  the  law  of 
plaguing  him.  I'll  tell  thee  what  I  would  do.  I 
would  make  a  falfe  almanack,  get  it  printed  -,  and 
then  have  him  drawn  out  on  a  coronation-day  to  the 
Tower-wharf,  and  kill  him  with  the  noile  of  the 
ordnance.  Difmherit  thee  !  he  cannot,  man.  Art 
not  thou  next  of  blood,  and  his  filler's  fon  ? 

Dau.  Ay,  but  he  will  thruft  me  out  of  it,  he 
vows,  and  marry. 
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2r#.  How !  can  he  endure  no  noife,  and  will 
venture  on  a  wife  ? 

Cle.  Yes ;  why,  thou  art  a  flranger,  it  feems,  to 
his  beft  trick,  yet.  He  has  'employ'd  a  fellow  this 
half  year,  all  over  England,  to  hearken  him  out  a 
dumb  woman  •,  be  me  of  any  form,  or  any  quality, 
ib  me  be  able  to  bear  childrerl :  Her  filence  is 
dowry  enough,  he  fays. 

JVtf.  But  I  truft  he  has  found  none. 
Cle.  No;  but  he  has  heard  of  one  that's  lodg'd 
i*  the  next  ftreet  to  him,  who  is  exceedingly  foft- 
fpoken ;  thrifty  of  her  fpeech  •,  that  fpends  but 
fix  words  a-  day ;  and  her  he's  about  now,  and  mail 
have  her. 

Tru.  Is't  poffible !  who  is  his  agent  i'  the  bufmefs  ? 
Cle.  Marry,  a  barber  j  an  honeft  fellow,  one  that 
'tells  Dauphine  all  here. 

Tru.  Why,  you  opprefs  me  with  wonder !  A 
woman,  and  a  barber,  and  love  no  noife  ? 

Cle.  Yes,  faith.  The  fellow  trims  him  filently, 
and  has  not  the  fnap  with  his  fheers  or  his  ringers : 
And  that  continency  in  a  barber  he  thinks  fo  emi- 
nent a  virtue,  as  it  has  made  him  chief  of  his 
counfel. 

Tru.  Is  the  barber  to  be  feen  ?  or  the  wench  ? 
Cle.  Yes,  that  they  are. 
*Tru.'  I  pr'ythee,  Dauphine,  let's  go  thither. 
Dau.  I  liave  fome  bufmefs  now  :  I  cannot  i'faith. 
*Tru.  You  fhall  have  no  bufinefs  mail  make  you 
neglect  this,  Sir ;  we'll  make  her  talk,  believe  it ; 
or  if  me  will  not,  we  can  give  out  at  leaft,  fo  much 
as    mall  interrupt  the   treaty  :  We  will  break  it. 
Thou  art  bound   in  confcience,  when  he  fufpects 
tlicc  without  caufe,  to  torment  him. 

Dau.  Not  I,  by  any  means.  I'll  givejio  fuffrage 
to't.  He  mail  never  have  that  plea  againft  me, 
that  I  oppos'd  the '  leaft  fancy  of  his.  Let  it  lie 
upon  my  liars  to  be  guilty,  I'll  be  innocent. 

1'ru. 


THE    SI  LE-NT    WOMAN.         7 

Yes,  and  be  poor,  and  beg  •,  do,  innocent  i 
I  pr'ythee,  Ned,  where  lives  me  ?  let  him  be  inno- 
cent ftill. 

Cle.  Why,  right  over-againft  the  barber's  i  in 
the  houfe  where  Sir  John  Daw  lives. 

Tru.  You  do  not  mean  to  confound  me ! 

Cte.  Why  ? 

Tru.  Does  he  that  would  marry  her  know  fo 
much  ? 

Cle.  I  cannot  tell. 

Tru.  'Twere  enough  of  imputation  to  her  with 
him. 

Cle.  Why  ? 

Tru.  The  only  talking  Sir  i'  the  town  !  Jack 
Daw !  and  he  teach  her  not  to  fpeak  !  God  b'w'you. 
I  have  fome  bufmefs  too. 

Cte.  Will  you  not  go  thither  then  ? 

Tru.  Not  with  the  danger  to  meet  Daw,  for  mine 
ears. 

Cle.  Why  ?  I  thought  you  two  had  been  upon 
very  good  terms. 

Tru.  Yes,  of  keeping  diftance. 

Cle.  They  fay,  he  is  a  very  good  fcholar. 

Tru.  Ay,  and  he  fays  it  firft.  A  fellow  that 
pretends  only  to  learning,  buys  titles,  and  nothing 
elfe  of  books  in  him. 

Cle.  The  world  reports  him  to  be  very  learned.  1 

Tru.  I  am  lorry,  the  world  mould  fo  confpire  to 
belie  him. 

Cle.  Good  faith,  I  have  heard  very  good  things 
come  from  him. 

Tru.  You  may.  There's  none  fo  defperately 
ignorant  to  deny  that :  Would  they  were  his  own ! 
God  b'  w'  you,  gentlemen.  •  [Exit  bajlily. 

Mamnt  Daupbine>  Ckrimont^  Boy. 
Cle.  This  is  very  abrupt ! 

Dau. 
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Dau.  Come,  you  are  a  flrange  open  man,  to  tell 
every  thing  thus. 

Cle.  Why,  believe  it,  Dauphine,  Truewit's  a 
very  honeft  fellow. 

Dau.  1  think  no  other  '3  but  this  frank  nature  of 
his  is  not  for  fecrets. 

Cle.  Nay  then,  you  are  miftaken,  Dauphine :  I 
know  where  he  has  been  well  trufted,  and  difcharg'd 
the  truit  very  truly,  and  heartily. 

Dau.  1  contend  not,  Ned ;  but,  with  the  fewer 
a  buiinefs  is  carried,  it  is  ever  the  fafer.  Now  we 
are  alone,  if  you'll  go  thither,  I  am  for  you. 

Cle.  When  were  you  there  ? 

Dau.  Laft  night:  and  fuch  fport  has  fallen  out ! 
Daw  does  nothing  but  court  her  •,  and  the  wrong 
way.  He  would  feduce  her,  and  praifes  her  modefty  -, 
defires  that  fhe  would  talk  and  be  free,  and  com- 
mends her  filence  in  verfcs ;  which  he  reads,  and 
iwears  are  the  beft  that  ever  man  made.  Then 
rails  at  his  fortunes,  ftamps,  and  raves  that  he  is 
not  made  a  privy-couniellor,  and  call'd  to  affairs  of 
ftate.  We  are  invited  to  dinner  together,  he  and 
I,  by  one  that  came  thither  to  him,  Sir  La-Foole. 

Cle.  Oh,  that's  a  precious  mannikin  ! 

Dau.  Do  you  know  him  ? 

Cle.  Ay  •,  and  he  will  know  you  too,  if  e'er  he 
faw  you  but  once,  tho'  you  mould  meet  him  at 
church  in  the  midft  of  prayers.  He  will  lalute  a 
judge  upon  the  bench,  and  a  bifnop  in  the  pulpit, 
a  lawyer  when  he  is  pleading  at  the  bar,  and  a  lady 
when  fhe  is  dancing  in  a  mafque,  and  put  her  out. 
He  give  plays,  and  fuppers,  and  invites  his  gueits 
to  'em  aloud  out  of  his  window,  as  they  ride  by 
in  coaches.  He  has  a  lodging  in  the  Strand  on 
purpoie  :  Or  to  watch  when  ladies  are  gone  to  the 
China  houies,  or  the  Exchange,  that  he  may  meet 
'em  by  chance,  and  give  'em  prefents,  fome  two 
or  three  hundred  pounds  worth  of  toys,  to  be 

laugh'd 
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lawgh'd  at.  He  is  never  without  a  fpare  banquet, 
or  fweet-meats  in  his  chamber,  for  women  to  alight 
at,  and  come  up  to  for  a  bait. 

Dan.  ^Excellent !  What  is  hisChriftian  name  ?  I 
have  forgot. 

Cle.  Sir  Amorous  La-Foole. 

Soy.  The  gentleman  is  here  that  owns  that  name. 

Cle.  Heart,  he's  come  to  invite  me  to  dinner,  I 
hold  my  life. 

Dau.  Like  enough  :  Prithee  let's  have  him  up. 

Cle.  Shew  him  in,  boy  !  [Exit  toy.]  I'll  make  him 
tell  us  his  pedigree,  now  •,  and  wi^at  meat  he  has 
to  dinner  ;  and  who  are  his  guefts  ;  and  the  whole 
courfe  of  his  fortunes  with  a  breath. 

Enter  La-Foole. 

La-F.  Save  dear  Sir  Dauphine !  honour'd  mafter 
Clerimont ! 

Cle.  Sir  Amorous !  you  have  very  much  honoured 
my  lodging,  with  your  prelence. 

La-F.  Good  faith,  it  is  a  fine  lodging  !  almoft, 
as  delicate  a  lodging  as  mine. 

Cle.  Notfo,  Sir., 

La-F.  Excufe  me,  Sir,  if  it  were  i'  the  Strand, 
I  allure  you.  I  am  come,  Mafter  Clerimont,  to 
intreat  you  to  wait  upon  two  or  three  ladies,  to 
dinner,  to-day. 

Cle.  Where  hold  you  your  feail  ? 

La-F.  At  Tom  Otter's,  Sir. 

Dau.  Tom  Otter's  ?  What's  he  ? 
,    La-F.  Captain  Otter,  Sir;  he  is  a  kind  of  game- 
fter,  but  he  has  had  command  both  by  fea  and  by 
land. 

Dau.  Oh,  then  he  is  an  amphibious  animal, 

La-F.  Ay,  Sir;  his  wife  was  the  rich  China- 
woman, that  the  courtiers  vifited  fo  often/;   that 
fave  her  rare  entertainment.     She  commands  all  at 
ome, 

C  CIc. 
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Ck.  Then,  me  is  captain  Otter. 

La-F.  You  fay  very  well,  Sir-,  fhe  is  my  kinf- 
woman,  a  La-Foole  by  the  mother-fide,  and  will 
invite  any  great  ladies,  for  my  fake. 

Dau.  Not  of  the  La-Foole's  of  EfTex  ? 

La-F.  No,  Sir,  the  La-Foole's  of  London  •,  a 
very  numerous  family. 

Cle.  Now,  he's  in.    . 

La-F.  They  all  come  out  of  our  houfe,  the 
La-Foole's  o'  the  North,  the  La-Foole's  of  the 
Weft,  the  La-Foole's  of  the  Eaft  and  South.  We 
are  as  ancient  a  family  as  any  is  in  Europe.  Bur 
I  myfelf  am  defcended  lineally  of  the  French 
La-Foole's.  And,  we  do  bear  our  coat  yellow ; 
Or,  checker'd  Azure,  and  Gules,  and  fome  three 
Or  four  colours  more,  which  is  a  very  noted  coat, 
and  has,  fometirnes,  been  folemnly  worn  by  divers 

nobility  of  our  houfe but  let  that  go,  antiquity 

is  not  reipeded  now 1  had  a  brace  of  fat  Does 

dfent  me,  gentlemen,  and  half  a  dozen  of  Pheafants, 
a  dozen  or  two  of  Godwits,  and  fome  other  fowl, 
which  I  would  wifh  eaten,  while  they  are  good, 
and  in  good  company.  There  will  be  a  great  lady, 
or  two,  my  lady  Haughty,  my  lady  Centaure, 
Miftrefs  Dol  Mavis.  And  they  come  o'  purpofe, 
to  fee  the  Silent  Gentlewoman,  Miftrefs  Epiccene, 
that  honeft  Sir  John  Daw  has  promis'd  to  briny; 
thither.  '  And  then,  Miftrefs  Trufty,  my  lady's 
woman,  will  be  there  too,  and  this  honourable 
knight,  Sir  Dauphine,  with  yourfelf  Mafter  Cleri- 
mont.  And  we'll  be  very  merry,  and  have  fiddlers  ^ 
and  dance.  I  have  been  a  mad  wag  in  my  time, 
and  have  fpent  fome  crowns  fince  I  was  a  page  in 
court,  to  my  lord  Lofty,  and  after,  my  lady's 
gentleman-ufncr,  who  got  ine  knighted  in  Ireland, 
fmce  it  pleas'd  my  eider  brother  to  die.  I  had  as 
fair  a  gold  jerkin  on  that  day,  as  any  was  worn  in 
the  I  {land  Voyage,  or  at  Cadiz,  none  difprais'd, 

and 
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and  I  came  over  in  it  hither,  fhow'd  myfelf  to  my 
friends  in  court,  and  after  went  down  to  my  tenants 
in  the  country,  and  furvey'd  my  lands,  let  new 
leaies,  took  their  money,  fpent  it  in  the  eye  o'  the 
land  here,  upon  ladies.  And  now  I  can  take  up 
at  my  pleafure. 

Dau.  Can  you  take  up  ladies,  Sir  ? 

Cle.  O,  let  him  breathe ;  he  has  not  recover'd. 

J)au.  Would  I  were  your  half,  in  that  commodity. 

La-F.  No,  Sir,  excufe  me:  I  meant  money, 
which  can  take  up  any  thing.  I  have  another 
gueft,  or  two,  to  invite,  and  fay  as  much  to,  gen- 
tlemen. I'll  take  my  leave  abruptly,  in  hope  you 
will  not  fail — your  fervant. 

Dau.  We  will  not  fail  you,  Sir  precious  La-Foole; 
[Exit  La-Foole.]  but  me  mail,  that  your  ladies 
come  to  fee :  if  I  have  credit,  afore  Sir  Daw. 

Cle.  Did  you  ever  hear  fych  a  bellows-blower  as 
this? 

Dau.  Or  fuch  a  rook  as  the  other!  that  will 
betray  his  miftrefs  to  be  feen.  Come,  'tis  time  we 
prevented  it. 

Cle.  Go.    Poor  Sir  Amorous  ! 

[Exeunt  laughing. 


ACT       II. 

An  apartment  in  the  boufe  of  Morofe. 

Morofe^  Mule. 

N  not  I  yet  find  out  a  more  corripen- 
dious   method,  to   fave  my  fervants  the 
labour  of  fpcech,  and  mine  ears  the  difcord   of 
founds  ?     Let  me  fee :  All  difcourfes  but  my  own 
C  2  afflict 
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afflict  me;  they  feem  harm,  impertinent,  and  tire- 
fbme.  Is  it  not  poffible,  that  thou  fhouldft  anfwer 
me  by  iigns,  and  I  apprehend  thee,  fellow  ?  ipeak 
not  tho'  I  queftion  you.  {At  the  breaches  ftill  the 
felloe  makes  legs  or  ftgm.}  You  have  taken  the 
ring  off  from  the  ftrect  door,  as  I  bade  you  ?  an- 
fwer me  not  by  fpeecrL,  but  by  filence  -9  unkfs  it  be 

otherwife  ( )    very   good.      And,   you   have 

fattened  on  a  thick  quilt,  or  flock-bed,  on  the 
outfide  of  the  door--,  that  if  they  knock  with  their 
daggers,  or  with  brickbats,  they  can  make  no 
noiie  ?  but  with  your  leg,  your  anfwer,  unlefs  it 

be  otherwife  ( )  very  good.     This  is  not  only 

fit  modefty  in  a  fervant,  but  good  ftate  and  difcre- 
tion  in  a  mafter.  And  you  have  been  with  Cut- 

berd  the  barber,  to  have  him  come  to  me?  ( ) 

good.  And  -he  will  come  preiently  ?  anfwer  me 
not  but  with  your  leg,  unlefs  it  be  otherwife :  If 

it  be  otherwife,  fhakc  your  head,  or  Ih'rug.  ( ) 

So.  Your  Icalian,  and  Spaniard,  are  wife  in  thefe! 
and  it  is  a  frugal  and  comely  gravity.  How  long 
will  it  be  ere  Cutberd  come  ?  ftay  !  if  an  hour, 
hold  up  your  whole  hand ;  if  half  an  hour,  two 

fingers  ;  if  a  quarter,'one  •,  ( )  a  curled  finger  ! 

half  a  quarter.     'Tis  well.     And  have  you  given 

him  a  key,  to  come  in  without  knocking  ?  ( ) 

good.  And  is  the  lock  oiled,  and  the  hinges 
to-day?  ( — i — )  good.  And  the  quilting  of  the 

flairs  no  where  worn  out  and    bare  ?  ( )  very 

good.  I  fee,  by  much  doctrine,  is  may  be  effected  •, 
flanu  by.  The  Turk,  in.  this  divine  difupline,  is 
admirable,  exceeding  all  the  potentates  of  the 
earth ;  ftill  waited  on  by  mutes  i  and  all  his  com- 
mands fo  executed  ;  yea,  even  in  the  war  (as  I  have 
heard)  and  in  his  marches,  moil  of  his  charges  and 
•directions  given  by  figns,  and  with  filence  :  an  ex- 
quifite  art  [  and  I  am  heartily  aihamed,  and  angry 
oftentimes,  that  the  princes  of  Chriilendprn,  Ihoulcl 

fuffer. 
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fuffer  a  Barbarian  to  tranfcend  'em  in  fo  high  a  point 
of  felicity.  I  will  praCtife  it  hereafter.  [Horn 
without.}  How  now?  oh!  oh!  what  villain? 
what  prodigy  of  mankind  is  that  ?  look.  [Exit 
Mute.~]  Oh  !  cut  his  throat,  cut  his  throat  : 
What  murderer,  hell-hound,  devil,  can  this  be  ? 

[One  winds  a  horn  without  again. 

Re-enter  Mute. 

Mut.  A  poft  from  the  court  - 
Mor.  Out  rogue,  and  mufl  thou  blow  thy  hor_n,too  ? 
Mut.  Alas,  it  is.  a  poft  from  the  court,  Sir,  that  , 
fays,  he  muft  fpeak  with  you,  on  pain  of  death  — 
Mor.  Paia  of  thy  life,  be  iilent  !     [Horn  again. 


enter  Truewit. 

Tru.  By  your  leave,  Sir,  I  am  a  ftranger  here  : 
Is  your  name  matter  Morofe?  Is  your  name  matter 
Morofe  ?  Filhes  \  Pythagoreans  all  ?  This  is  ftrange. 
What  fay  you,  Sir,  nothing  ?  Has  Harpocrates  ' 
been  here  with  his  club,  among  you  ?  Well,  Sir, 
I  will  believe  you  to  be  the  man  at  this  time  :  I  will 
venture  upon  you,  Sir.  Your  friends  at  court 
commend  'em  to  you,  Sir,  -- 

Mor.  O  men  !    O  manners  !     Was  there  ever 
fuch  an  impudence  ? 

Tru.  And  are  extremely  folicitous  for  you,  Sir. 

Mor.  Whole  knave  are  you  ! 

Tru.  Mine  own  knave,  and  your  compeer,  Sir. 

Mor.  Fetch  me  my  fword  -  -         [Mute  going. 

Tru.  You  mail  tafte  the  one  half  of  my  dagger, 
if  you  do  (groom)  and  you  the  other,  if  you  Itir, 
Sir  :  Be  patient,  I  charge  you,  in  the  king's  name, 
and  hear  me  without  iniurrcclion.     They  fay,  you 
are  to  marry  ?    To  marry  !  Do  you  mark,  Sir  ? 
'    Mor.  How  then,  rude  companion  ? 
•   Tru.  Marry,   your  friends  do  wonder,  Sir,  the 
Thames  being  fo  near,  wherein  you  may  drown, 

fo 
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fo  handfomely  ;  or  London-Bridge,  at  a  low  fall, 
with  a  fine  leap  to  hurry  you  down  the  ftream  •,  or 
fuch  a  delicate  iteepie  in  the  town  as  Bow,  to  vault 
from  ;  or  a  braver  height,  as  Paul's ;  or,  if  you 
aftedfced  to  do  it  nearer  home,  and  a  morter  way, 
an  excellent  garret-window  into  the  ilreet  •,  or,  a 
beam  in  the  iaid  garret,  with  this  halter,  [Hejbews 
iim  a  halter.'}  which  they  have  fent,  and  defire  that 
you  would  fooner  commit  your  grave  head  to  this 
knot,  than  to  the  wedlock  noofe  ;  or  take  a  little 
iublimate,  and  go  out  of  the  world,  like  a  rat : 
Any  way,  rather  than  to  follow  this  goblin  Matri- 
mony. Alas,  Sir,  do  you  ever  think  to  find  a 
chafte  wife,  in  thefe  times  ?  Now  ?  When  there 
are  fo  many  mafques,  plays,  fanatical  preachers, 
mad  folks,  and  other  ftrange  fights  to  be  feen, 
daily,  private  and  public  ?  If  you  had  liv'd  in 
king  Ethelred's  time,  Sir,  or  Edward  the  Con- 
feObr's,  you  might,  perhaps,  have  found  in  fome 
cold  country  hamlet,  then,  a  dull  frofty  wench, 
would  have  been  contented  with  one  man :  Now, 
they  will  as  foon  be  pleas'd  with  one  leg,  or  one 
eye.  I'll  tell  you,  Sir,  the  monftrous  hazards  you 
ihall  run  with  a  wife. 

Mor.  Good  Sir  !  have  I  ever  cozen'd  any  friends 
of  yours  of  their  land  ?  bought  their  poffeflions  ?' 
taken  forfeit  of  their  mortgage  ?  begg'd  a  reverfion 
from  'em  ?  what  have  1  done  that  may  deferve 
this  ? 

¥ru.  Nothing,  Sir,  that  I  know,  but  your  itch 
of  marriage. 

.Mor.  Why,  if  I  had  afiaiTmated  your  father, 
vitiated  your  mother,  ravifh'd  your  filters 

I'm.  I  would  kill  you,  Sir,  I  would  kill  you,  if 
you  had.- 

Mor.  Why,  you  do  more  in  this,  Sir, 

Tru.  Alas,  Sir,  I  am  but  a  meffenger  :  I  but  tell 
you^vhat  you  muft  I>ear.  It  ieems,  your  friends 

are 
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are  careful  after  your  foul's  health.  Sir,  and  would 
have  you  know  the  danger  -,  if,  after  you  are  mar- 
ried, your  wife  do  run  away  with  a  vauher,  or  the 
Frenchman  that  walks  upon  ropes,  why  it  is  not 
their  fault,  they  have  difcharged  their  confciences  i 
when  you  know  what  may  happen, 

Mor.  No  more  for  Heavens  fake,  Sir  I 

fru.  Nay,  fuffer  valiantly,  Sir,  for  I  mult  tell 
you,  all  the  perils  that  you  are  obnoxious  to.  If 
me  be  fair,  and  young,  no  fweatmeats  ever*  drew 
more  flies.  Jf  foul  and  crooked,  lhe'11  be  with 
them.  If  rich,  and  that  you  marry  her  dowry,  not 
her,  fhe'll  reign  in  your  houfe,  as  imperious  as  a 
widow.  If  noble,  ail  her  kindred  will  be  youf 
tyrants.  If  fruitful,  as  proud  as  May  and  hu- 
mourous as  April.  It  learned,  there  was  never 
fuch  a  parrot.  You  begin  to  fweat,  Sir,  but  this 
is  not  half  rfaith.  Upon  my  faith,  mailer  ferving- 
man,  if  you  do  flir,  I  will  beat  you; 

Mor.  Oh,  what  is  my  im  r  what  is  my  Tin  ? 

Tru.  Then,  if  you  love  your  wife,  or  rather 
doat  on  her,  Sir  ;  oh,  how  fhe'll  torture  you  !  and 
take  pleafure  i'  your  torments !  You  muft  keep 
what  fervants  me  pleafe  ;  what  company  me  will ; 
that  friend  muft  not  vifit  you  without  her  licenfe  -, 
and  him  fhe  loves  moft,  fhe  will  feem  to  hate  moil, 
to  decline  your  jeaioufy  ;  or,  feign  to  be  jealous  of 
you  firft ;  and  for  that  cayfe  go  live  with  her  Ihe- 
friend,  that  can  inftruft  her  in  aij  the  myfteries  of 
writing  letters,  corrupting  fervants,  taming  fpies  -, 
where  me  muft  have  that  rich  gown  for  inch  a 
great  day  ^  a  new  one  for  the  next  •,  a  richer  for  the 
third-,  be  fervM  in  filvery  have  the  chamber  iill'd 
with  a  fucceflion  of  grooms,  footmen,  uihers,  and 
other  mefTengcrs  •,  befides  embroiderers,  jewellers, 
tirewomen,  lempfters,  teather-men,  perfumers.; 
while  Ihe  feels  not  how  the  land  drops  away  j  nor 

m  the 
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the  acres  melt;  nor  forefees  the  change,  when  the 
mercer  has  your  woods  for  her  velvets. 

Mor.  Gentle  Sir,  ha'  you  done  ?  ha'  yqu  had 
your  pleafure  o'  me  ? 

Tru.  Yes,  Sir :  God  b'  w'  you,  Sir.  [Going  returns.'] 
One  thing  more  (which  I  had  almoft  forgot.)  This 
too,  with  whom  you  are  to  marry,  may  have  made 
a  conveyance  of  her  virginity  aforehand,  as  your 
wife  widows  do  of  their  ftates,  before  they  marry, 
in  truft  to  fome  friend,  Sir,  and  antedate  you 
cuckold.  The  like  has  been  heard  of  in  nature, 
'Tis  no  devis'd  impofiible  thing,  Sir.'  God  b'  w* 
you :  I'll  be  bold  to  leave  this  rope  with  you,  Sir, 
for  a  remembrance.  Farewell,  Mute.  [Exit. 

Mor.  Come,  ha'  me  to ,  my  chamber  :  but  firft 
fhut  the  door.  Oh,  fhut  the  door :  Is  he  come 
again  ?  [The  born  again. 

Enter  Cutlerd. 

Cut.  'Tis  I,  Sir,  your  barber. 

ivlor.  Oh,  Cutberd,  Cutberd,  Cutberd !  here  has 
been  a  cut- throat  with  me  :  Help  me  in  to  my  bed, 
and  give  me  phyfick  with  thy  counfel.  [Exeunt* 

Scene  changes  to  Sir  John  Daw's. 

Enter  Daw,  Clerimont,  Dauphine,  and  Epic&ne. 

Daw.  Nay,  an'  me  will,  let  her  refufe  at  her  own 
charges  :  'tis  nothing  to  me,  gentlemen.  But  Ihe 
will  not  be  invited  to  the  like  feaits  or  guefts  every- 
day. 

Cle.  Oh,  by  no  means,  fhe  may  not  refufe — to  ftay 
at  home,  if  you  love  your  reputation  :  'Slight,  you 
are  invited  thither  o'  purpofe  to  be  feen,  and  laugh'd 
at  by  the  lady  of  the  college,  and  her  fhadows. 
This  trumpeter  hath  proclaim'd  you. 

[They  dijjiiade  her  privately. 
Dau. 
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Dau.  You  mall  not  go ;  let  him  be  laugh'd  at  in 
your  ftead,  for  not  bringing  you  :  And  put  him  to 
his  faculty  of  fooling,  and  talking  loud  to  fatisfy 
the  company. 

Cle.  He  v/ill  fufpect  us,  talk  aloud.  'Pray  mif- 
trefs  Epiccene,  let's  fee  your  verfes,  we  have  Sir 
John  Daw's  leave,:  Do  not  conceal  your  fervant's 
merit,  and  your  own  glories. 

Daw.  Shew'em,  miilrefs,  mew'em-,  I  dare  own 
'em.  Nay,  I'll  read  'em  myfclf,  too :  An  author 
mufl  recite  his  own  works.  It  is  a  madrigal  of 
modefty. 

Modeft,  and  fair,  for  fair  and  good  are  near 

Neighbours,  howe'er. 

Dau.  Very  good. 
Cle.  Ay,  is't  not  ? 
Daw.  No  noble  virtue  ever  was  atom ', 

But  two  in  one. 
Dau.  Excellent ! 

Cle.  That  again,  I  pray,  Sir  John. 
Dau.  It  has Tomething  in't  like  rare  wit  and  fenfe, 
Cle.  Peace. 

Daw.  No  noble  virtue  ever  was  alone, 

But  two  in  one. 
Then,  when  Ipraifefweet  modefty,  I praife 

Bright  beauty's  rays : 

And  having  prais'd  both  beauty  and  modeftee, 
I  have  prais'd  thee. 
Dau.  Admirable! 

Cle.  How  it  chimes,  and  cries  tink  i'  the  clofe, 
divinely ! 

Dau.  Ay,  'tis  Seneca. 
Cle.  No,  I  think  'tis  Plutarch. 
Daw.  The  plague  on  Plutarch  and  Seneca,  I 
hate  it :  Mine  own  imaginations,  by  that  light.     I 
wonder  thofe  fellows  have  fuch  credit  with  gen-. 
Uemen ! 

D  Cle. 
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Cle.  They  are  very  grave  authors. 

Daw.  Grave  afTes !  mere  effayifts !  a  few  loofe 
fentences,  and  that's  all.  A  man  would  talk  fo, 
his  whole  age-,  I  "do  utter  as  good  things  every 
hour,  if  they  were  collected  and  obferv'd,  as  either 
of  'em. 

Dau.  Indeed,  Sir  John  ? 

Cle.  He  muil  needs,  living  among,  the  wits  and 
braveries  too. 

Dau.  Ay,  and  being  prefident  of  'em,  as  he  is. 

Daw.  There's  Ariftotle,  a  mere  common-place 
fellow ;  Plato,  a  difcourfer ;  Thucydides,  and  Livy, 
tedious  and  dry ;  Tacitus,  an  entire  knot ;  fomc- 
times  worth  the  untying,  very  feldom. 

Cle.  'What  do  you  think  of  the  poets,  Sir  John  ? 

Daw.  Not  worthy  to  be  nam'd  for  authors.  Ho- 
mer, an  old,  tedious  prolix  afs,  talks  of  curriers, 
and  chines  of 'beef;  Virgil,  of  dunging  of  land, 
and  bees  •,  Horace,  of  1  know  not  what. 

Cle.  I  tliink'fo. 

Daw.  And  fo  Pindar,  Lycophron,  Anacreon, 
Catullus,  Lucan,  Propertius,  Tibullus,  Martial, 
Juvenal,  Aufonius,  Statius,  Politian,  Valerius 
Flaccus,  and  the  reit 

Cle.  What  a  lack  full  of  names  he  has  got. 

Dau.  And  how  he  pours  }em  out !  'Fore  heaven 
you  have  a  fimple  learn'd  fervant,  lady,  in  titles. 
'•*  'Cle.  I  mufe  a  rnifcrefs  can  be  fo  filent  to  the  qua- 
lities of  fuch  a  fervant. 

Daw.  Silence  is  her  virtue,  Sir.  I  have  written 
fome\vhat  of  her  filence  too. 

Dan.  In  verfe,  Sir  John  ?  How  can  you  juflify 
your  own  being,  a  poet,  that  fo  flight  all  the  old 
poets  ? 

Daw^  Why,  every  man  that  writes  in  verfe,  is 
not-  a  poet  ^  you  have  of  the  wits  that  write  verfes, 
and  yet  are  no  poets  :  They  are  poets  that  live  by 
it,  the  pob'r  fellows  that  live  by  it.  But  filence  ! 

Silence 
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Silence  in  woman,  is  like  fpeecb  in  man ; 

Deny't  who  can  ? 

Dan.  Not  I,   believe  it:  Your  reafqn,  Sir. 
Daw.  Nor  is't  a  tale, 

'That  female  vice  Jhould  be  a  virtue  male^ 
Or  mafculine  vice  a  female  virtue  be : 

Ton  foall  it  fee 
Provd  with  increase  \ 
I  know  to  fpcak,  ar.djhe  to  bold  her  peace. 
Do  you  conceive  me,  gentlemen  ? 

Dau.  No,  faith  ;  how  mean  you  with  increafe, 
Sir  John  ? 

Daw.  Why,  with  increafe  is,  when  I  court  her 
for  the  common  caufe,  and  me  fays  nothing,  but 
'confentire  videtur  \  and  in  time  is  gravida. 
Epi.  Pray  give  me  my  verfes  again,  iervant. 
Daw. ,  If  you'll  afK  'em  aloud,  you  mail. 
Epi.  Pray  give  me  my  verfes  again,  itrvant. 
Daw.  Stay,  I  muft  keep  thefe  myfelf,  but  I'll 
go  make  out  another  copy,  and  you  mail  have 
them  immediately,  miftrefs.  [Kijfes  her  hand  and  exit. 
Cle.  See,  here's  Truewit  again. 

Enter  Truewit. 

Cle.  Where  haft  thou  been,  in  the  name  of 
madnefs  !  thus  accoutred  with  thy  horn  ? 

¥ru.  Where  the  found  of  it  might  have  pierc'd 
your  fenfes  with  gladnefs,  had  you  been  in  ear- 
reach  of  it.-  Dauphine,  fall  down  and  \vorfnip 
me  •,  I  have  forbid  the  bans,  lad :  I  have  been 
with  thy  virtuous  uncle,  and  have  broke  thc-match. 

Dau.  You  ha'  not,  I  hope. 

2>«.  Yes,  faith  •,  an'  thou  Ihould'ft  hope  other- 
wife,  I  mould  repent  me  :  This  horn  got  me 
entrance ;  kifs  it.  I  had  no  other  way  to  get  in, 
but  by  feigning  to  be  a  poll :  but  when  I  got  in 
once,  I  prov'd  none,  but  rather  the  contrary,  turn'cl 
him  into  a  poll,  with  thundering  into  him  the 
D  2  miferies 
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miferies  of  marriage.  If  ever  Gorgon  were  feen 
in  the  fhape  of  a  woman,  he  hath  feen  her  in  my 
defcription.  Why  do  you  not  applaud  and  adore 
me,  Sirs  ?  Why  ftand  you  mute  ?  Are  you  ftupid  ? 
You  are  not  worthy  o*  the  benefit. 

Daw.  Did  not  I  tell  you  ?  Miichief  f 

Cle.  I  would  you  had  plac'd  this  benefit  fcme- 
\vhere  elfe. 

Tru.  Why  fo  ? 

Cle.  You  have  done  the  moft  inconfiderate,  ram, 
weak  thing  that  ever  man  did  to  his  friend. 

Dau.  Friend  !  If  the  moft  malicious  enemy  I 
have,  had  ftudied  to  inflict  an  injury  upon  me,  it 
could  not  be  a  greater. 

Tru.  "Wherein  ?  For  Heav'n's  fake,  gentlemen, 
come  to  yourfelves  again. 

Dau.  But  I  prefag'd  thus  much  afore  to  you. 

Cle.  Would  my  iipa  had  been  folder'd  when  I  fpake 
on': !  What  mov'd  you  to  be  thus  impertinent  ? 

I'M.  My  mailers,  do^not  put  on  this  ftrange  face 
to  pay  my  courtefy  :  Off  with  this  vizor.  Have 
good  turns  done  you,  and  thank  'em  this  way ! 

Dau.  You  have  undone  me.  That  which  I  have 
plotted  for,  and  been  maturing  now  thefe  four 
months,  you  have  blafted  in  a  minute :  Now  I  am 
loft,  I  may  fpeak.  This  gentlewoman  was  lodg'd 
here  by  me  o'purpofe,  and  to  be  put  upon  my 
r.:icte,  hath  profeit  this  obilinate  filence  for  my 
fake,  being  my  entire  friend,  and  one  that  for  the 
requital  of  fuch  a  fortune  as  to  marry  him,  would 
have  made  me  very  ample  conditions  ;  where  now, 
all  my  hopes  are  utterly  mifcarried  by  this  unlucky 
accident. 

Cle.  Thus  'tis,  when  a  man  will  be  ignorantly 
officious,  do  fervices,  and  not  know  his  why  :  I 
wonder  what  courteous  itch  poficfs'd  you! 'You 
never  did  abfurder  part  i*  your  life,  nor  a  greater 
trelpafs  to  friendfhip  or  humanity. 

Dau. 
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Dau.  Faith,  you  may  forgive  it  belt  j  'twas  your 
caufe  principally. 

Cle.  I  know  it,  would  it  had  not, 

Enter  Cutberd. 

Dau.  How  now,  Cutberd  ?  what  news  ? 

Cut.  The  beft,  the  happieft  that  ever  was,  Sir ! 
There  has  been  a  mad  gentleman  with  your  undo 
this  morning  (I  think  this  be  the  gentleman)  that 
has  almoft  talk'd  him  out  of  his  wits,  with  threaten- 
ing him  from  marriage — — 

Dau.  On,  I  pr'ythee ! 

Cut.  And  your  uncle,  Sir,  he  thinks  'twas  done  by 
your  procurement.;  therefore  he  will  fee  the  party 
you  wot  of  prefently ;  and  if  he  like  hcr^  he  fays, 
and  that  flic  be  fo  inclining  to  dumb,  as  I  have 
told  him,  he  fv/ears  he  will  marry  her  to-day, 
inftantly,  and  not  defer  it  a  minute  longer. 

Dau.  Excellent !    beyond  our  expectation  ! 

<Tru.  Beyond  our  expectation !  by  this  light,  I 
knew  it  would  be  thus. 

Dau.  Nay,  fweet  Truewit,  forgive  me. 

'Tru.  No,  I  was  ignorantly  officious^  impertinent : 
This  was  the  abfurd,  weak  part. 

Cle.  Wilt  thou  afcribe  that  to  merit  now,  was 
mere  fortune  ? 

Tru.  Fortune  !  mere  management.  Fortune 
had  not  a  ringer  in't.  I  faw  it  muft  necefTarily 
in  nature  fall  out  fo :  My  genius  is  never  falfe  to 
me  in  thefe  things.  Shew  me  how  it  could  be 
otherwife. 

Dau.  Nay,  gentlemen,  contend  not,  'tis  well  now. 

Iru.  Alas,  I  let  him  go  on  with  inconfiderate^ 
and  ra/b,  and  what  he  pleas'd. 

Cle.  Away,  thou  flrange  jnftifier  of  thyfelf,  to 
be  wifer  than  thou  wert,  by  the  event. 

Tru.  Event !  by  this  light,  I  forefaw  it,  as  well 
.as  the  liars  themfelves. 

Datt. 
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Dau.  Nay,  gentlemen,  'tis  well  now :  Do  you 
two  entertain  Sir  John  Daw  with  difcourfe,  while 
I  fend  her  away  with  inftrudions. 

2V«.  I'll  be  acquainted  with  her  firft,  by  your 
favour. 

Cle.  Mafter  Truewit,  lady,  a  friend  of  ours. 

Tru.  I  am  forry  I  have  not  known  you  fooner, 
lady,  to  celebrate  this  rare  virtue  of  your  fiience. 

Cle.  Faith  an'  you  had  come  fooner,  you  Ihould 
ha'  feen  and  heard  her  well  celebrated  in  Sir  John 
Daw's  madrigals.  [Ex.  Dau.  Epi.  and  Cutberd. 

Re-enter  Daw. 

Tru.  Jack  Daw,  fave  you ;  when  faw  you 
La-Foole? 

Daw.  Not  fmce  laft  night,  mafler  Truewit. 

¥ru.  That's  a  miracle  !  I  thought  you  had  been 
infeparable. 

Daw.  He's  gone  to  invite  his  guefls. 

2>«.  God  fo  !  'tis  true.  What  a  falfe  memory 
have  I  towards  that  man  !  I  am  one  :  I  met  him 
ev'n  now,  upon  that  he  calls  his  delicate  fine  black 
horfej  rid  into  a  foam,  with  polling  from  place  to 
place,  and  perfon  to  perlbn,  to  give  him  the  cue. 
Never  was  poor  captain  took  more  pains  at  a 
mufter  to  mew  men,  than  he,  at  this  meal,  to  mew 
friends. 

Daw.  Is  miftrefs  Epiccene  gone  ? 

Cle.  Gone  afore,  with  Sir  Dauphine,  I  warrant, 
to  the  place. 

2lr«.  Gone  afore  !  that  were  a  manifeft  injury,  a 
difgrace  and  a  half-,  to  refuie  Sir  John  at  fuch  a 
fcftival  time  as  this,  being  a  bravery,  and  a  wit  too. 

Cle,  Tut,  he'll  fwallqw  it  like  cream  :  He's 
better  read,  than  to  eileem  any  thing  a  difgrace,  is 
offered  him  from  a  miftrefs. 

Daw.  Nav,  let  her  e'en  go  j  fhe  mail  fit  alone, 
and  be  dumb  in  her  chamber  a  week  together,. 

for 
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for  John  Daw,   I  warrant  her :    Does  fhe  refufe 
me  ? 

Cle.  No,  Sir,  do  not  take  it  fo  to  heart :  Good 
faith,  Truewit,  you  were  to  blame  to  put  it  into 
his  head,  that  flie  does  refufe  him, 

Tru.  Sir,  fhe  does  refufe  him  palpably,  however 
you  mince  it.  An'  I  were  as  he,  I  would  fwear  to 
fpeak  ne'er  a  word  to  her  to-day  for't. 

Daw.  By  this  light,  no  more  I  will  not. 

Tru.  Nor  to  any  body  eife,  Sir. 

Daiv.  Nay,  I  will  not  fay  fo,  gentlemen. 

Cle.  it  had  been  an  excellent  happy  condition  for 
the  company,  if  you  could  have  drawn  him  to  it. 

Daw.  I'll  be  very  melancholick,  i'faith. 

Cle.  As  a  dog,  if  I  were  as  you,  Sir  John. 

Tru.  Or  a  fnail,  or  a  wood-loufe :  I  would  roll 
myfelf  up  for  this  day  in  troth,  they  fhould  not 
unwind  me. 

Daw.  By  this  pick-tooth,  fo  I  will. 

Cle.  'Tis  well  done :  He  begins  already  to  be 
angry  with  his  teeth. 

Daw.  Will  you  go,  gentlemen  ? 

Cle,  Nay,  you  muft  walk  alone,  if  you  be  right 
mekncholick,  Sir  John. 

Tru.  Yes,  Sir,  we'll  dog  you,  we'll  follow  you 
afar  off.  [Exit  Sir  John: 

Cle.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  two-yards  of  knight- 
hood meafur'd  out  by  time,  to  be  fold  to  laughter  ? 

Tru.  A  mere  talking  mole!  hang  him:  No 
mufhroom  was  ever  fo  frefh.  A  fellow  fo  utterly 
nothing,  as  he  knows  not  what  he  would  be. 

Cle.  Let's  follow  him :  But  firft,  let's  go  to 
Dauphine,  he's  hovering  about  the  houfe,  to  hear- 
\vhat  news. 

Tru.  Content.  [Exeunt. 

Scene 
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Scene,  the  houfe  of  Morofe. 
Enter  Morofe,  and  Mute,  meeting  Epic&ne,  and  Cutler d. 

Mor.  Welcome,  Cutberd  ;  draw  near  with  your 
fair  charge  :  And  in  her  ear,  foftly  intreat  her  to 

uhmaik  ( )   So.     Is   the  door  fhut  ?  (• ) 

Enough.  Now,  Cutberd,  with  the  fame .difcipline 
I  ufe  to  my  family,  I  will  queftion  you.  As  I 
conceive,  Cutberd,  this  gentlewoman  is  me  you 
have  provided,  and  brought,  in  hope  me  will  fit  me 

in  the  place  and  perfon  of  a  wife  ?  ( )  Very  well 

done,  Cutberd.  I  conceive  befides,  Cutberd,  you 
have  been  pre-acquainted  with  her  birth,  education, 
and  qualities,  or  elfe  you  would  not  prefer  her  to 
my  acceptance,  in  the  weighty  coniequence  of 

marriage.     This  I   conceive,  Cutberd.    ( ) 

Very  well  done,  Cutberd.  Give  afide  now  a  little, 
and  leave  me  to  examine  her  condition,  and  aptitude 
to  my  afFecliion.  Give  afide!  {Cutberd  retires. ,]  She 
is  exceeding  fair,  and  of  a  fpecial  good  favour ;  a 
fweet  compofition,  or  harmony  of  limbs-,  her  temper 
of  beauty  has  the  true  height  of  my  blood.  [He goes 
about  her,  and  views  herJ\  The  knave  hath  exceed- 
ingly well  fitted  me  without :  I  will  now  try  her 
within.  Come  near,  fair  gentlewoman  •,  [At  the 
breaks  f£  curt'fas.]  let  not  my  behaviour  feem  rude, 
though  unto  you,  being  rare,  it  may  haply  appear 

ftrange.  ( )  Nay,  lady,  you  may  fpeak,  though 

Cutberd  and  my  man  might  not  -,  for  of  all  founds, 
only  the  fweet  voice  of  a  fair  lady  has  the  juft  length 
of  mine  ears.  I  befeech  you,  fay  lady,  out  of  the 
firft  fire  of  meeting  eyes  (they  fay)  Love  is  ftricken : 

Do  you  feel  any  iuch  motion  ?  ha,   lady  ?  ( ) 

Alas,  lady,  thefe  anfwers  by  filent  curt'lies  are  too 
courtlefs  and  fimple.  Can  you  fpeak,  lady  f 

F>pi.  -Judge  you,  forfooth.         \_Shefpeaksfoftly. 

Mor.    What   fay   you,    lady  ?    Speak    out,    I 
befeech  yon. 

Eft. 
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Epi.  Judge  you,  forfooth. 

Mor.  O'  my  judgment,  a  divine  foftnefs  !  Ex- 
cellent !  Divine !  If  it  were  poflible  me  mould  hold 
out  thus  !  Peace,  Cutberd;  thou  art  made  for  ever, 
as  thou  hail  made  me,  if  this  felicity  have  lafting : 
But  I  will  try  her  further.  And  can  you,  clear 
lady,  not  taking  pleaiure  in  your  tongue  (which  is 
woman's  chieteft  plealure)  think  it  plaufible  to 
anfwer  me  by  filent  geftures  ? 

Epi.  I  mould  be  forry  elfe. 

Mor,  What  fay  you,  lady  ?  Good  lady,  fpeak 
.put. 

Epi.  1  mould  be  forry  elfe. 

Mor.  That  forrow  doth  fill  me  with  gladnefs. 
Oh,  Morofe  1  thou  art  happy  above  mankind  ! 
Pray  that  thou  may'ft  contain  thyfclf.  But  hear  me, 
fair  lady-,  I  do  aifo  love  to  fee  her  whom  I  fhall  chufe, 
to  be  the  firft  and  principal  in  all  famions  ;  and  how 
will  you  be  able,  lady,  with  this  frugality  of  fpeech, 
to  give  the  manifold  (but  neceflary)  inftr  actions, 
for  thofe  roles,  thefe  fleeves,  thole  gloves,  thefe 
fans,  that  bodice,  and  this  embroidery  ?  Ha !  what 
fay  you,  lady  ? 

Epi.  I'll  leave  it  to  you,  Sir. 

Mor.  How,  lady  ?  Pray  you  rife  a  note. 

Epi.  \  leave  it  to  wifdom,  and  you,  Sir. 

Mar.  Admirable  creature  !  I  will  trouble  you  no 
more  :  I  will  not  fin  againft  fo  fweet  a  fimplicity. 
Let  me  now  be  bold  to  print  on  thofe  divine  lips 
the  feal  of  being  mine.  Cutberd,  I  give  thee  the 
leafe  of  thy  houfe  free  •,  thank  me  not,  but  with 

thy   leg.    ( )    Go  thy  ways,    and  get  me  a 

•minifter  prefently,  with  a  foft  low  voice,  to  marry 
us  j  away:  foftly,  Cutberd.  [Exit  Cutbefd.~]  Sirrah, 
conduct  your  miitrefs  into  the  dining-room,  your 
now  miftrefs.  [Exsunt  Mute  and  Epiccene. 

Manet  Morofe. 

Oh,  my  felicity  !  J^ow  lhail  I   be  reveng'd  on 
E  mine 
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mine  infolent  kinfman,  and  his  plots,  to  fright  me? 
from  marrying  !  This  night  I  will  get  an  heir,  and 
thrufl  him  out  of  my  blood,  like  a  ftranger.  He 
would  be  knighted,  foriooth,  and  thought  by  that 
means  to  reign  over  me,'  his  title  muft  do  it :  No, 
kinfman,  I  will  now  make  you  bring  me  the  tenth 
lord's,  and  the  fixteenth  lady's  letter,  kinfman  -, 
and  it  mall  do  you  no  good,  kinfman.  Your 
knighthood  itfelf  fhall  come  on  its  knees,  and  it 
fhall  be  rejected  ;  it  fhall  be  fued  for  its  fees  to 
execution,  and  not  be  redeem'd  ;  it  fhall  cheat  at 
the  twelve-penny  ordinary,  for  its  diet  all  the  term- 
time,  'and  tell  tales  for  it  in  the  vacation  to  the 
hoftefs ;  it  (hall  fright  all  its  friends  with  borrowing 
letters  ;  it  fhall  not  have  money  to  difcharge  one 
tavern-reckoning,  to  invite  the  old  creditors  to 
forbear,  or  the  new,  that  fhould  be,  to  truft.  Ic 
ihall  not  have  hope  to  repair  itfelf  by  Conftantinople, 
Ireland,  or  Virginia  -,  but  the  beft  and  lair  fortune 
to  it  knighthood  fhall  be,  to  make  Doll  Tear- 
fheet,  or  Kate-Common  a  lady,  and  fo  knighthood 
may  eat.  [Exit. 

Scene  the  Street. 
Enter  Truevlit^  Daupbine,  Ckrimont. 

Tru.  Are  you  fure  he  is  not  gone  by  ? 

J)ait.  No,  I  flaid  in  the  fhop  ever  fmce. 

Ck.  But  he  may  take  the  other  end  of  the  lane. 

Daw.  No  i  I  ttjid  him  I  would  be  here  at  this 
end  :  I  appointed  him  hither. 

1'ru.  What  a  barbarian  it  is  to  ftay  then ! 

Dau.  Yonder  he  comes. 

Cle.  And  his  charge  left  behind  him,  which  is 
a  very  good  %n,  Dauphine. 

Enter  Cutberd. 

J)au.  How  now,  Cutberd,  fucceeds  it  or  no£ 
Cut.  Paft  imagination,  Sir,  omnia  fecunda  ;  yoq 
could  not  have  pray'd  to  have  had  it  fo  well  •,  Sa/tat 
fenex,  as  it  is  i'  the  proverb  j  he  does  triumph  in 

his 
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his  felicity,  admires  the  party!  He  has  given  me 
tlie  leafe  of  my  houfe  too !  and  I  am  now  going 
for  a  filent  minifter  to  marry  'em,  and  away. 

Tru.  'Slight,  get  one  of  the  filenc'd  minifters ; 
a  zealous  brother  would  torment  him  purely. 

Cut.  Cum  privilegiO)  Sir. 

Dau.  O,  by  no  means ;  let's  do  nothing  to  hinder 
it  now :  When  'tis  done  and  finifhed,  I  am  for 
you,  for  any  device  of  vexation. 

Cut.  And  that  mail  be  within  this  half  hour, 
upon  my  dexterity,  gentlemen.  Contrive  what 
you  can  in  the  mean  time,  bonis  avibus.  [Exit. 

Cle.  How  the  ilave  .doth  Latin  it  ! 

I'm.  It  would  be  made  a  jeft  to  pofterity,  Sirs, 
this  day's  mirth,  if  ye  will  affilt. . 

Cle.  Befhrew  his  heart  that  will  not<  I  pronounce. 

Dau.  And  for  my  part.     What  is't  ? 

I'm.  To  tranflate  all  La-Foole's  company,  and 
his  feait  thither  to-day,  to  celebrate  this  bride-ale* 

Dau.  Ay  marry  •,  but  how  will't  be  done  ? 

2V«.  I'll  undertake  the  directing  all  the  lady- 
guefts  thither,  and  then  the  meat  muft  follow. 

Cle.  For  Heaven's  fake,  let's  effect  it ;  it  will 
be  an  excellent  eomedy  of  affliction,  fo  many  feveral 
noifes. 

Dau.  But  are  they  not  at  the  other  place  already, 
think  you  ? 

fru.  I'll  warrant  you  not  the  college-honours  : 
one  o'  their  faces  has  not  the  priming-colour  laid 
on  yet. 

Ck.  O,  but  they'll  rife  earlier  than  ordmarFto 
a  feait. 

3>«.  Beft  go,  and  fee,  and  affure  ourfelves. 

Cle.  Who  knows  the  houfe  ? 

<Tru.  I'll  lead  you  •,  were  yoir  never  there  yet  ? 

.Dau.  Not  I. 

Cle.  Nor  I. 

Tru.  Where  ha*  you  liv'd  then  ?  not  know  Tom 
Otter!  E  a  Ck. 
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Cle.  No:  What  Is  he? 

Iru.  An  excellent  animal,  equal  with  your  Daw* 
or  La-Foole,  if  not  fuperior  ;  and  does  Latin  it  as 
much  as  your  barber  :  He  is  his  wife's  fubjecl:,  he 
calls  her  Princefs,  and  at  fuch  times  as  thefe  follows 
her  up  and  down  the  houfe  like  a  page,,  with  his 
hat  off,  partly  for  heat,  partly  for  reverence.  At 
this  inftant  he  is  marfhalling  of  his  bull,  bear,  and 
horfe. 

Dau.  Bull,  bear,  and  horfe  !  What  be  thofe,  in 
the  name  of  Sphinx  ? 

Tru.  Why,  Sir,  he  has  been  a  great  man  at  the 
Bear-garden  in  his  time,  arid  from  that  fport  has 
ta'en  the  witty  denomination  of  his  chief  caroufmg 
cups.  One  he  calls  his  bull,  another  his  bear, 
another  his  horfe.  And  then  he  has  his  lefier  glafies, 
that  he  calls  his  deer  and  his  ape  ;  and  feveral 
degrees  of  them  too  ;  and  never  is  well,  nor  thinks 
any  entertainment  perfect,  till  thefe  be  brought  out, 
and  let  o'  the  cupboard.  Nay,  he  has  a  thoufand 
things  as  good,  lie  will  rail  on  his  wife,  with 
certain  common  places,  behind  her  back,  and  to 
her  face 

Dau.  No  more  defcription  of  him.  Let's  go 
fee  him,  I  petition  you.  [Exeunt. 


.A     C     T          III. 

Scene,  Otter's  houfe. 

Enter  Otter,  Mrs.  Otter, 
Ott.  "KT  A  Y,    good   princefs,   hear  me  petufd 


verba  ! 

Mrs.  Ott.  By  that  light  I'll  have  you  chain'd  up, 
with  your  bull-  dogs  and  bear-dogs,  if  you  be  not 
civil  the  fooner.  I'll  fend  you  to  kennel,  i'faith. 

You 
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You  were  beft  bait  me  with  your  bull,  bear,  and 
horfe !  Never  a  time  that  the  courtiers  or  collegians 
come  to  the  houfe,  but  you  make  it  a  Shrove- 
Tuefday  !  I  would  have  you  get  your  Whitforitide 
velvet  cap,  and  your  ftaff  i'  your  hand,  to  entertain 
Jem  ;  yes  in  troth,  do* 

Oft.  Not  ib,  -princefs,  neither  ;  but,  under  cor^ 
rection,  fweet  princefs,  gi'  me  leave — Thefe  things 
I  am  known  to  the  courtiers  by :  It  is  reported  to 
them  for  my  humour,  and  they  receive  it  fo,  and 
do  expeft  it.  Tom  Otter's  bull,  bear,  and  horfe, 
are  known  all  over  England,  in  rerum  natiira. 

Mrs.  Off.  'Fore  me,  I  will  na-ture  'em  over  to 
Paris-garden,  and  na-ture  you  thither  too,  if  you 
pronounce  'em  again.  Is  a  bear  a  fit  bead,  or  a 
bull,  to  mix  in  fociety  with  great  ladies  ? 

Off.  The  horfe  then,  good  princefs. 

Mrs.  Oft.  Well,  I  am  contented  for  the  horfe. 

Oft.  And  it  is  a  delicate  fine  horfe;  'tis  Poet  arum 
Pegafus.  Under  correction,  princefs,  Jupiter  did 

turn  himfelf  into  a Taurus,  or-  bull,  under 

correction,  good  princefs. 

Mrs.  Ott.  By  integrity,  I'll  fend  you  over-to  the 
Bank-fide,  I'll  commit  you  to  the  matter  of  the 
garden,  if  I  hear  but  a  fyllable  more.  Is  this  ac- 
cording to  the  inftrument,  when  I  married  you, 
That  I  would  be  princefs,  and  reign  in  mine  own 
houfe;  and  you  would  be  my  fubjeft,  and  obey 
me?  Do  I  allow  you  your  half-crown  a  day,  to 
fpend  where  you  will,  to  vex  and  torment  me  at 
fuch  times  as  thefe  ? 

Enter  Iruewit,  Dauphinc,  Clerimont,  behind. 
Who  graces  you  with  courtiers,  or  great  perfonages, 
to  fpeak  to  you  out  of  their  coaches,  and  come 
home  to  your  houfe  ?  Were  you  ever  fo  much  as 
look'd  upon  by  a  lord  or  a  lady,  before  I  married 
you,  but  on  the  Eaiter  or  Whitfon  holy-days? 

and 
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and   then  out  at  the  Banqueting-houfe 

when  Ned  Whiting  or  George  Stone  were  at  the 

ftake  ? 

'Tru.  Let's  go  ftave  Her  off  him. 

Mrs.  Ott.  Anfwer  me  to  that.  And  did  not  I 
take  you  up  from  thence, ,  in  an  old  greafy  buff- 
doublet,  with  points,  and  green  velvet  fleeves,  cqt 
at  the  elbows  ?  You  forget  this. 

Tru.  She'll  worry  him,  if  we  help  not  in  time. 

Mrs.  Ott.  Oh,  here  are  fome  o'  the  gallants ! 
Go  to,  behave  yourfelf  diftin&ly,  and  with  good 
morality  j  or,  I  proteft,  I'll  take  away  your  exhi  - 
bition. 

Tru.  By  your  leave,  fair  Miftre'fs  Otter,  I'll  be 
bold  to  enter  thele  gentlemen  in  your  acquaintance. 

Mrs.  Ott.  I  mall  not  be  obnoxious,  or  diffidl^ 
Sir. 

Tru.  How  does  my  noble  captain  ?  Is  the  bull., 
bear,  and  horle  in  rerum  natura  (till  ? 

Off.  Sir,  Jic  vifumfuperis. 

Mrs.  Ott.  I  would  you  would  but  intimate  5em, 
do.  Go  your  ways  in,  and  get  toafts  and  butter 
made  for  the  woodcocks :  That's  a  fit  province 
for  you. 

Ott.  [going  out.]  Sic  vifum  fuperis  I    [Exit  Otter, 

Cle.  Alas,  what  a  tyranny  is  this  poor  fellow 
married  to ! 

Tru.  Oh,  but  the  fport  will  be  anon,  when  we 
get  him  loofe. 

Dati.  Dares  he  ever  fpeak  ? 

Tru.  No  Anabaptift  ever  rail'd  with  the  like 
licence  •,  but  mark  her  language  in  the  mean  time, 
I  befeech  you. 

Mrs.  Ott.  Gentlemen,  you  are  very  aptly  come. 
My  coufin,  Sir  Amorous,  will  be  here  briefly. 

'Tru.  In  good  time,  lady.  Was  not  Sir  John 
Daw  here  to  afk  for  him,  and  the  company  ? 

Mrs.  Ott.  I  cannot  affure  you,  Mr.  Truewit. 

Here 
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Here  was  a  very  melancholy  knight,  that  demanded 
rsy  fubjeft  for  fomebody,  a  gentleman,  I  think. 

Clc.  Ay,  that  was  he,  lady. 

Mrs.  On.  But  hc;departed  ftraight,  I  can  refolve 
you. 

Dan.  What  an  excellent  choice  phrafe  this  lady 
expreffes  in  ! 

$ru.  Oh,  Sir !  me  is  the  only  authentick  cour- 
tier, that  is  not  naturally  bred  one,  in  the  city. 

hlrs.  Ott.  You  have  taken  that  report  upon  truft, 
gentlemen. 

fru.  No,  I  afTure  you,  the  court  governs  it  fo, 
lady,  in  your  behalf. 

'  Mrs.  Ott.  I  am  the   fervant  of  the  court  and 

<->• 
courtiers,  bir. 

Tru.  They  are  rather  your  idolaters. 
Mrs.  Off.  Not  fo,  Sir. 

Enter  Cutberd. 

Dau.  How  now,  Cutberd  ?  Any  crofs  ? 

Cut.  Ob,  no,  Sir.  Omnia  bene.  *Twas  never 
better  o'  the  hinges,  all's  fure.  1  have  fo  pleas'd 
him  with  a  curate,  one  that  has  catch'd  a  cold,  Sir, 
and  can  fcarce  be  heard  fix  inches  oft";  as  if  he 
fpoke  out  of  a  bulrufh  that  were  not  pick'd,  or 
his  throat  were  full  of  pith  -,  a  fine  quick  fellow, 
and  an  excellent  barber  of  prayers.  I  came  to  tell 
you,  Sir,  that  you  might  omnem  movere  lapidem  (as 
they  fay)  be  ready  with  your  vexation. 

Dau.  Gramercy,  honcft  Cutberd  -y  be  thereabouts 
wkh  thy  key  to  let  us  in. 

Cut.  I'  will  not  rail  you,  Sir  :  Ad  manum.  [Exit. 

'I'nt.  Well,  I'll  go  watch  my  coaches. 

C!e.  Do  •,  and  we'll  fend  Daw  to  you,  if  you 
meet  him  not.  [Exit  Tru. 

Mrs.  Ott.  Is  Mr.  Truewit  gone  ? 

Dau.  Yes,  lady,  there  is  fome  unfortunate  bu- 
fmeis  falltn  out. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Off.  So  I  judg'd  by  the  phyfiognomy  of 
the  fellow  that  came  in.  Will  it  pleaie  you  to 
enter  the  houfe  further,  gentlemen  ? 

Dau.  And  your  favour,  la^y :  But  we  flay  to 
fpeak  with  a  knight.  Sir  John  Daw,  who  is  here 
come.  We  ihali  follow  you,  lady. 

Mrs.  Off.  At  your  own  time,  Sir.  It  is  my 
coufm  Sir  Amorous's.  feaft 

Dau.  I  know  it,  lady. 

A'jrs.  Oft.  And  mine  together.  But  it  i*  for  his 
honour,  and  therefore  I  take  no  name  of  it,  more 
than  of  the  place. 

Dau.  You  are  a  bounteous  kinfwoman. 

Mrs.  Oft.  Your  fervant,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  Join  Daw. 

Cle.  Why,  do  you  know  it,  Sir  John  Daw  ? 

Daw.  No,  I  am  a  rook  if  I  do.     What  is  it  ? 

Cle.  I'll  tell  you  then  ;  {he's  married  by  this  time. 
And  whereas  you  were  put  i'  th*  head,  that  me  was 
gone  with  Sir  Dauphine,  1  affure  you,  Sir  Dau- 
phine  has  been  the  nob  left,  honefteft  friend  to  you, 
that  ever  gentleman  of  your  quality  could  boail  of. 
He  has  diicover'd  the  whole  plot,  and  made  your 
miftrefs  Ib  afhamed  of  her  injury  to  you,  that  me 
defires  you  to  forgive  her,  and  but  grace  her  wed- 
ding with  your  prefence  to-day.  She  is  to  be  mar- 
ried to  a  very  good  fortune,  me  fays,  his  uncle  old 
Morofe :  And  me  will'd  me  in  private  to  tell  you, 
that  me  mall  be  able  to  do  you  more  favours,  and 
with  more  fecurity  now  than  before. 

Daw.  Did  me  lay  fo,  i'faith  ? 

Cle.  Why  what  do  you  think  of  me,  Sir  John  ? 
Alk  Sir  Dauphine. 

Daiv.  Nay,  I  believe  you.  Good  Sir  Dauphine, 
did  (he  defire  me  to  forgive  her  ? 

"Dan.  I  ailure  you,  Sir  John,  me  did. 

Daw. 
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Daw.  Nay  then,  I  do  with  all  my  heart,  and  I'll 


Cle.  Yes  ;  for  look  yon,  Sir,  this  was  the  injury 
to  you.  La-Foole  intended  this  feaft  to  honour 
her  bridal  day,  and  made  you  the  property  to  invite 
the  college  ladies,  and  promife  to  bring  her  j  and 
then  at  the  time,  me  would  have  appeared  (as  his 
friend)  to  have  given  you  the  flip.  Whereas  now, 
Sir  Dauphine  has  brought  her  to  a  feeling  of  it, 
with  this  kind  of  fatisfa&ion,  that  you  fhall  bring 
all  the  ladies  to  the  place  where  fhe  is,  and  be  very 
jovial  \  and  there,  me  will  have  a  dinner,  which 
'mall  be  in  your  name  :  And  fo  difappoim  La-Foole, 
to  make  you  whole  again. 

Daw.  As  I  am  a  knight,  I  honour  her,  and  for- 
give her  heartily. 

Cle.  About  it  then  prefently.  Truewit  is  gone 
before  to  confront  the  coaches,  and  to  .acquaint 
you  with  fo  much,  if  he  meet  you.  Join  with.him, 
and  'tis  well.  See,  here  comes  your  antagonift,  but 
fake  you  no  notice,  and  be  very  jovial. 

Enter  La-Foole. 

La-F.  Are  the  ladies  come,  Sir  John  Daw,  and 
your  miftrefs  ? 

Daw.  Yes,  the  ladies  are  come,  Sir  Amorous  ! 
and  my  miftrefs  is  come,  Sir  Amorous  :  And  we'll 
be  very  jovial,  Sir  Amorous  !  Your  fervant,  Sir 
Amorous  !  [Exit  Daw. 

La-F.  Sir  Dauphine  !  You  are  exceeding  wel- 
come, and  honeft  matter  Clerimont.  Where's  my 
coufin  ?  Did  you  fee  no  collegiates,  gentlemen  ? 

Dau.  Collegiates  I  Do  you  not  hear,  Sir  Amo- 
rous, how1  you  are  abus'd  ? 

La-F.  How,  Sir  ? 

Cle.  Will  you  fpeak  fo  kindly  to  Sir  John  Daw, 
that  has  done  you  iiich  an  affront  ? 

F  La-F. 
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La-F.  Wherein,  gentlemen  ?  Let  me  be  a  fuitor 
to  you  to  know,  I  befeech  you  ! 

Cle.  Why  Sir,  his  miftrefs  is  married  to-day,  to 
Sir  Dauphine's  uncle,  your  coufm's  neighbour, 
and  he  has  diverted  all  the  ladies,  and  all  your 
company  thither,  to  fruftrate  your  provifion,  and 
itick  a  diigrace  upon  you.  He  was  here,  now,  to 
have  enticed  us  away  from  you  too :  But  we  told 
him  his  own  I  think. 

La-F.  Has  Sir  John  Daw  wrong'd  me  fo  in- 
humanly ? 

Dau.  He  has  done  it,  Sir  Amorous,  moft  mali- 
cioufly  and  treacheroufly :  but  if  you'll  be  rul'd 
by  us,  you  mail  quit  him  i'faith. 

La-F.  Good  gentlemen  !  I'll  make  one,  believe 
it.  How,  I  pray  ? 

Dau.  Many,  Sir,  get  me  your  pheafants,  and 
your  godwits,  and  your  beft  meat,  and  dim  it  in 
illver  dimes  of  your  coufin's  prefently,  and  fay  no- 
thing, but  clap  me  a  clean  towel  about  you,  like  a 
fewer ;  and  bare-headed,  march  afore  it  with  a  good 
confidence  ('tis  but  over  the  way,  hard  by)  and 
we'll  fecond  you,  where  you  mall  fet  it  o' .  the 
board,  and  bid  'em  welcome  to't,  which  mail  mow 
'tis  yours,  and  diigrace  his  preparation  utterly  : 
And  for  your  coufin,  whereas  me  Ihould  be  troubled 
here  at  home  with  making  welcome,  me  mail  trans- 
fer all  that  labour  thither,  be  a  principal  gueft 
herfelf,  and  be  honour'd,  and  have  her  health  drunk 
as  often,  and  as  loud  as  the  beft  of  'em. 

La-F.  I'll  go  tell  her  prefently.  It  mall  be  done, 
that's  refolved.  [Exit. 

Cle.  I  thought  he  would  not  hear  it  out,  but 
•'twould  take  him. 

Dau.  Well,  there  be  guefts,  and  meat  now ;  how 
lhi.il!  we  do  for  mufick  ? 

Cle.  The  fmell  of  the  venifon,  .going  thro'  the 
Jftreet  will  invite  one  noife  of  fidlers  or  other. 
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Dau.  I  would  it  would  call  the  trumpeters 
thither. 

Cle.  They  have  intelligence  of  all  feafts.  Twenty 
to  one  but  he  have  'em. 

Dau.  'Twill  be  a  mod  folcmn  day  for  my  uncle, 
and  an  excellent  fit  of  mirth  for  us. 

Cle.  Ay,  if  we  can  hold  up  the  emulation  be- 
twixt Foole  and  Daw,  and  never  bring  them  to 
expoftulate. 

Dau.  Tut,  flatter  'em  both  (as  Truewit  fays) 
and  you  may  take  their  underftandings  in  a  purfenet. 

C/e.  See  !  Sir  Amorous  has  his  towel  on  already. 
Have  you  perfuaded  your  coufm  1 

Re-enter  La-Fook. 

La-F.  Yes,  'tis  very  feafible :  She'll  do  any  thing, 
jfhe  fays,  rather  than  the  La-Fooles  mail  be  dif- 
grac'd. 

DAU.  She  is  a  noble  kinfwoman*  It  will  be  fuch 
a  device,  Sir  Amorous !  It  will  pound  all  your 
enemies  practices  to  powder,  and  blow  him  up  with 
his  own  mine,  his  own  train. 

La-F.  Nay,  we'll  give  fire,  I  warrant  you. 

Cle.  But  you  muft  carry  it  privately,  without 
any  noife,  and  take  no  notice  by  any  means. 

Enter  Otter. 

Ott.  Gentlemen,  my  princefs  fays  you  mall  have 
all  her  iilver  diih.es,  fcftinate :  And  fhe's  gone  to 
alter  her  tire  a  little,  and  go  with  you. 

Cle.  And  yourklf  too,  captain  Otter. 

Dau.  By  any  means,  Sir. 

Ott.  Yes,  Sir,  I  do  mean  it :  But  I  would  entreat 
my  coufm  Sir  Amorous,  and  you,  gentlemen,  to  be 
fuitors  to  my  princefs,  that  I  may  carr,y  my  bull 
and  'my  bear,  as  well  as  my  horfe. 

Cle.  That  ypu  mail  do,  captain  Otter. 

La-F.  My  coufm  will  never  confent,  gentlemen. 
F  2  Dau. 
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Dau.  She  muft  confent,  Sir  Amorous,  to  reafon. 

La-F.  Why,  me  fays  they  are  no  decorum  among 
ladies. 

Ott.  But  they  are  decora,  and  that's  better,  Sir. 

Dau.  Where  is  your  princefs,  captain  ?  Pray  be 
our  leader. 

Ott.  That  I  (hall,  Sir. 

CV.  Make  hafle,  good  Sir  Amorous.     [Exeunt. 

Scene  changes  to  the  boufe  of  Morofe. 

Morofe,  Epiccsne^  and  Cutberd. 

Mor.  The  ceremony,  thank  Heaven,  is  over; — 
Might  not  the  ring  bind,  without  idle  difcourfe  ? 
Give  the  priefl  an  angel  for  himfelf,  Cutberd,  and 
a  brace  of  angels  for  his  cold.  It  is  fit  we  mould 
thank  fortune,  double  to  nature,  for  any  benefit 
fhe  confers  upon  us  :  Befides,  it  is  his  imperfection, 
but  my  folace.  [Exit  CutberdJ]  How  much  happier 
am  I  than  in  old  'time,  Pigmalion,  pofieffing  a 
ftatue,  on  whom  Heaven  hath  already  beftowed 
animation !  Approach,  thou  living  marble !  thou1 
rich  vein  of  beauty,  approach !  Grieve  not  that 
thou  art  poor,  and  thy  friends  deceafed,  love ! 
Thou  haft  brought  a  wealthy  dowry  in  thy  filence  •, 
and  in  refpeft  of  thy  poverty,  I  mail  have  thee 
more  loving  and  obedient. 

Enter  Frueivit. 

fru.  Where's  mailer  Morofe  ? 

Mor.  Is  he  come  again  ?  Lord  have  mercy  upon 
me! 

Tru.  Heaven  fave  you,  Sir,  and  give  you  all 
contentment  in  your  fair  choice,  here  !  Before,  I 
was  the  bird  of  night  to  you,  the  owl ;  but  how,  I 
am  the  meffenger  of  peace,  a  dove,  and  bring  you 
the  glad  wifhes  of  many  friends  to  the  celebration 
of  this  good  hour. 

Mor. 
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MOT.  What  hour,  Sir ! 

Tru.  Your  marriage- hour,  Sir.  I  commend  your 
refolution,  that  (notwithstanding  all  the  dangers  I 
laid  afore  you,  in  the  voice  of  a  night-crow)  would 
yet  go  on,  and  be  yourfelf.  It  mews  you  are  a 
man  conftant  to  your  own  ends,  and  upright  to 
your  purpofes,  that  would  not  be  put  off  with  left- 
handed  cries. 

Mor.  How  mould  you  arrive  at  the  knowledge 
of  fo  much  ? 

Tru.  Why  did  you  ever  hope,  Sir,  committing 
it  to  a  prieft,  that  lefs  than  the  whole  town  mould 
know  it  ?  The  peal  of  bells  lhall  fit!  the  air  with 
it ;  the  drums  mail  reverberate  the  happy  tidings ; 
and  at  length  the  cannon  mall  bring  you,  like 
another  Jove,  in  thunder  to  your  Semele.  There" 
will  be  a  troop  of  fafnionable  ladies  from  the  college 
to  vifit  you  prefently,  and  their  train  of  minions 
and  followers. 

Mor.  O,  my  torment,  my  torment  1 

2>«.  Nay,  if  you  endure  the  firft  half  hour, 
Sir,  fo  tedioufly,  and  with  this  irkfomenefs  •,  what 
comfort,  or  hope,  can  this  fair  gentlewoman  make 
to  herfelf  hereafter,  in  the  confideration  of  fo  many- 
years  as  are  to  come  ?  Oh,  here  are  the  ladies  ! 

Enter  Daw,  Haughty ',  Centaur  e,  Mavis,  find  -Trujly. 

Daw.  This  way,  madam. 

Mor.  O,  the  lea  breaks  in  upon  me  1  Another 
flood  !  An  inundation !  I  lhall  be  overwhelm'd 
widi  noiie.  It  beats  already  at  my  mores,  I  feel 
an  earthquake  in  myfelf,  for't. 

Daw.  Give  you  joy,  fair  lady !  Give  you  joy, 
Mr.  Morofe  !  I  have  brought  ibme  ladies  here  to 
fee  arid  know  you;  My  lady  Haughty,  this  my 
lady  Centaure,  miftrefs  Dol  Mavis,  miftrefs  Trufty, 
my  lady  Haughty's  woman. 

'Tru.  Nay,  Sir,  you  muft  kifs  the  ladies,  you 

in  Lift 
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muft  not  go  away,  now ;  they  come  toward  you"  to 
feek  you  out.     i 

Hau.  I'faith,  Mafter  Morofe,  would  you  fteal  a 
marriage  thus,  in  the  midft  of  fo  many  friends, 
and  not  acquaint  us  ?  Well,  Til  kils  you,  notwith- 
Itanding  the  juftice  of  my  quarrel :  You  mall  give 
me  leave,  miftrefs,  to  uie  a  becoming  familiarity 
with  your  hufband. 

Hau.  Is  this  the  Silent  Woman  ? 

3r«.  A  gentlewoman  of  very  abfolute  behaviour, 
and  of  d  good  race. 

Hau.  We'll  make  her  a  collegiate. 

Cen.  Yes,  faith,  madam  -,  and  Mavis  and  me 
will  fet  up  afide. 

Tru.  Believe  it,  madam,  and  miftrefs  Mavis, 
fhe  will  fuftain  her  part* 

Mav.  I'll  tell  you  that,  when  I  have  talk'd  with 
her,  and  try'd  her. 

Hau.  Ufe  her  very  civilly,  Mavis. 

Mav.  So  I  will,  madam. 

Mor.  BiefTed  minute  !  That  they  would  whifper 
thus  ever ! 

I'ru.  In  the  mean  time,  madam,  would  but  your 
ladymip  help  to  vex  him  a  little  !  You  know  his 
difeafe,  talk  to  him  about  the  wedding  ceremonies, 
or  call  for  your  gloves,  or 

Hau.  Let  me  alone.  Centaure,  help  me.  Mafter 
bridegroom,  where  are  you  ? 

Ivlor.  O,  it  was  to'o  miraculoufly  good  to  laft. 

Hau.  We  fee  no  enfigns  of  a  wedding  here  -,  no 
character  of  a  bride-ale  ;  where  be  our  fcarves  and 
our  gloves  ?  I  pray  you,  give  'em  us.  Let's  know 
your  bride's  colours,  and  yours  at  leaft. 

Cen.  Alas,  madam,  he  has  provided  none. 

Mor.  Had  I  known  your  ladyfhip's  painter,  I 
would. 

'  Huu.  He  has  given  it  you,  Centaure,  i'faith. 
But  do  you  hear,  Mr.  Morofe,  a  jeft  will  not  abfolve 

you 
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you  in  this  manner.  You  that  have  fuck'd  the 
milk  of  the  court,  been  a  courtier  from  tfye  biggen 
to  the  night-cap  (as  we  may  fay)  and  you  to 
offend  in  fuch  a  high  point  of  ceremony  as  this ! 
And  let  your  nuptials  want  all  marks  of  folemnity ! 
How  much  plate  have  you  loft  to-day  (if  you  had 
but  regarded  your  profit)  what  gifts,  what  friends, 
thro'  your  mere  ruilicity  ? 

Mor.  Madam 

Hau.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I  muft  infmuate  your 
errors  to  you.  No  gloves  ?  no  garters  ?  no  fcarves  ? 
no  epithalamium  ?  no  mafque  ? 

Daw,  Yes,  madam,  I'll  make  an  epithalamium  -, 
I  promifed  my  miitrefs  ;  I  have  begun  it  already : 
Will  your  ladyihip  hear.it  ? 

Hau.  Ay,  good  Jack  Daw. 

Mor.  Will  it  pleafe  your  ladymip  command  a 
chamber,  and  be  private  with  your  friend  ?  My 
whole  houfe  is  yours. 

I'm.  Come,  you  are  a  rude  bridegroom,  to  en- 
tertain ladies  of  honour  in  this  fafhion. 

Cen.  He  is  a  rude  groom  indeed. 

2>#.  By  that  light  you  deferve  to  be  grafted,  and 
have  your  horns  reach  from  one  fide  of  the  ifland 
to  the  other.  Do  not  miftake  me,  Sir,  I  but  fpeak 
this  to  give  the  ladies  fome  heart  again,  not  for  any 
malice  to  you, 

MQV.  Is  this  your  bravo,  ladies.  ? 

Tru.  If  you  utter  fuch  another  word,  I'll  take 
miftreis  bride  in,  and  begin  to  you  in  a  very  fad 
cup,  do  you  fee  ?  Go  to,  know  your  friends,  and 
fuch  as  love  you. 

Enter  Clerinwnt. 

Ck.  By  your  leave,  ladies.  Do  you  want  any 
mufick  ?  I  have  brought  you  variety  of  noiies. 
Play,  Sirs,  all  of  you.  [Mufick  ofjorts. 

Mor. 
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Mor.  O,  a  plot,  a  plot,  a  plot,  a  plot,  upon  me ! 
This  day  I  mall  be  their  anvil  to  work  on,  they 
will  grate  me  afunder.  'Tis  worfe  than  the  noife  of 
a  faw. 

Cle.  No,  they  are  hair,  rofm?  and  cat-guts.  I 
can  give  you  the  receipt. 

2Va.  Peace,  boys. 

Cle.  Play,  I  fay. 

ST«f.  Peace,  rafcals.  You  fee  who's  your  friend 
now,  Sir. 

Enter  La-fook,  Mrs.  Otter,  andfervants^  with  dijhes. 

Look  you  here,  Sir,  what  honour  is  done  you  un- 
expected, by  your  nephew ;  a  wedding  dinner  come, 
and  a  knight-fewer  before  it,  for  the  more  reputa- 
tion :  and  fine  Mrs.  Otter,  your  neighbour,  in  the 
tail  of  it. 

Mor.  Is  that  Gorgon,  that  Medufa  come  ?  Hide 
me,  hide  me. 

Tru.  I  warrant  you,  Sir,  me  will  not  transform 
you.  Look  upon  her  v/ith  a  good  courage.  Pray 
you  entertain  her,  and  conduct  your  guefts  in.  No? 
Madam  Haughty,  will  you  entreat  in  the  ladies  ? 
The  bridegroom  is  fo  fhame-fac'd  here. 

Hau.  Will  it  pleafe  your  ladyfhip,  madam  ? 

Cen.  With  the  benefit  of  your  company  miftrefs, 

Mrs.  Ott.  'Tis  my  place. 

Mav.  You  mail   pardon   me,    Miftrefs   Otter. 

yhf.  Captain  Otter,  what  news  ? 

Enter  Otter. 

Ott.  I  have  brought  my  bull,  bear,  and  horfe,  in 
private,  and  yonder  are  the  trumpeters  without,  and 
the  drum,  gentlemen.  \¥be  drum  and  trumpets  found. 

Mor.  Oh,  Oh,  Oh. 

Ott.  And  we  will  have  a  roufe  in  each  of  them, 
anon,  for  bold  Britons  i'faith. 

Mor. 
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Afor.  Oh,  Oh,  Oh! 

AIL  Follow,  follow,  follow*  Exeunt. 

Manent  Morofe  and  Epiccenc. 

Mdr.  Oh,  torment  and  mifery  !  my  houfe  is  the 
tower  of  Babel !  But  I  will  take  courage,  put  on 
a  martyr's  refolution,  and  mock  down  all  their 
attemptings  with  patience.  *Tis  but  a  day,  and  I 
will  fuffer  heroically.  Shall  an  afs  exceed  me  in 
fortitude  ?  no.  Nor  will  I  betray  my  infirmities 
with  hanging  dull  ears,  and  make  them  infult; 
but  bear  up  bravely  and  conftantly.  'Tis  but  a 
day  ;  and  the  remnant  of  my  life  mail  be  quiet  and 
eafy.  I  have  wedded,  a  lamb ;  no  tempefts  mall 
henceforth  difturb  us,  no  found  annoy  us,  louder 
than  thy  ftill,  fmall  voice,  my  love,  foft  as  the 
whifpering  of  fummer  breezes,  or  fweet  murmur  of 
turtles.  Wives  are  wild  cats  ;  but  thou  fhalt  be  a 
tame  domeftic  animal,  with  velvet  feet  entering  my 
chamber,  and  with  the  foft  purring  of  delight  and 
affection,  inviting  the  hand  of  thy  hufband  to 
llroke  thee.  Come,  lady.  [Exeunt  fondling. 


ACT          IV. 

Scene  continues. 


Enter  Truewity  Clerimont. 

fra.  \\T  AS  there  ever  poor  bridegroom   To 

VV     tormented  ?  or  man  indeed  ? 
Cle.  I  have  not  read  of  the  like  in  the  chronicles 
of  the  land. 

Tru.    The    laughter,     dancing,    noife  of   the 
G  mufick, 
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mufick,  and  of  the  whole  family,  almoft  diftrafts 
him. 

Cle.  And  how  foberly  Dauphine  labours  to 
fatisfy  him,  that  it  was  none  of  his  plot ! 

Tru.  And  has  almoft  brought  him  to  the  faith, 
i'the  article.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Dauphine. 

Where  is  he  now?  What's  become  of  him, 
Dauphine  ? 

Dau.  Oh,  hold  me  up  a  little  ;  I  mail  go  away 
i'thejeft  elfe.  He  has  got  on  his  whole  neft  of 
night-caps,  and  lock'd  himfelf  up  at  the  top  o'  the 
houfe,  as  high  as  ever  he  can  climb  from  the  noife. 
I  peep'd  in  at  a  cranny,  and  faw  him  fitting  over  a 
crofs  beam  o'  the  roof,  like  St.  George  o'  horfe- 
back,  at  the  door  of  an  ale-houie-,  and  he  will 
fleep  there. 

Cle.  But  where  are  your  collegiates  ? 

Dau.  Withdrawn  with  the  bride. 

5>«.  Oh,*  they  are  inftructing  her  in  the  college 
grammar. 

Cle.  Methinks  the  Lady  Haughty  looks  well 
to-day. 

2Va.  I  begin  to  fufpecl  yon,  Dauphine.  Speak, 
art  thou  in  love  in  earned  ? 

Dau.  Yes,  by  my  troth  am  I,  with  all  the 
collegiates. 

Cle.  Out  on  thee.     With  all  of  them  ? 

2>«.  No ;  I  like  him  well.  Men  mould  love 
wifely,  and  all  the  women.  Thou  would'ft  think  it 
ftrange,  if  I  mould  make  Jem  all  in  love  with  thee 
afore  night ! 

Dau.  1  would  fay,  thou  hadft  the  beft  Philtre 
i'  the  world,  and  couldft  do  more  than  madam 
Medea. 
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3*ru:  If  I  do  not,  let  me  play  the  mountebank, 
while  I  live,  for  my  maintenance. 
So  be  it,  I  fay. 


Enter  Otter  ^  Daw,  and  La-Fook.  ' 

Off.  O  lord,  gentlemen,  how  my  knights  and  I 
have  mifs'd  you  here  ! 

Cle.  Why,  captain,  what  fervice?  what  fervice? 

Off.  To  fee  me  bring  up  my  bull,  bear,  and 
horfe  to  fight. 

Daw.  Yes  faith,  the  captain  fays  we  mall  be  his 
dogs  to  bait  'em. 

Dau.  A  good  employment. 

5Tr#.  Come  on,  let's  fee  your  courfe  then. 

La-F.  I  am  afraid  my  coufm  will  be  offended  if 
me  come. 

Off.  Be  afraid  of  nothing.  Gentlemen,  I  have 
plac'd  the  drum  and  the  trumpets,  and  one  to  give 
'em  the  fign  when  you  are  ready.  Here's  my  bull 
for  myfelf,  and  my  bear  for  Sir  John  Daw,  and 
.my  horfe  for  Sir  Amorous.  Now  fet  your  foot  to 
mine,  yours  to  his,  and  - 

La-F.  Pray  Heaven,  my  coufm  come  not. 

Oft.  Saint  George  and  Saint  Andrew  !  fear  no 
coufms.  Come,  found,  found.  Et  raitcoftrepuerunt 
cornua  cantu.  {Trumpets. 

Tru.  Well  faid,  Captain,  i'faith  j  well  fought  at 
the  bull  ! 

Cle.  Well  held  at  the  bear  ! 

Tru.  Low,  low,  captain. 

Dau.  Oh,  the  horfe  has  kick'd  off  his  dog  already. 

La-F.  1  cannot  drink  it,  as  I  am  a  knight.  It 
goes  againft  my  confcience.  My  coufm  will  be 
angry  with  it. 

Daw.  I  ha'  done  mine. 

Trif.  You  fought  high  and  fair,  Sir  John. 

Cle.  At  the  head. 

Dau.  Like  an  excellent  bear-doe^ 

G  2  Oft. 


44  E    P   I   C    CE    N   E;    OR, 

Ott. .  Sir,  Amorous,  you  muft  not  equivocate.  It 
muft  be  pull'd  down,  for  all  my  coufm. 

Cle.  'Sfoot,  if  you  take  not  your  drink,  they'll 
think  you  are  difcontented  with  fomething ;  you'll 
betray  all,  if  you  take  the  leaft  notice. 

La-F.  Not  I,  I'll  both  drink  and  talk  then. 

Ott,  You  muft  pull  the  horfe  on  his  knees,  Sir 
Amorous  •,  fear  no  coufms.  Jafla  eft  alea. 

Tru.  Oh,  now  he's  in  his  vein,  and  bold.  The 
leaft  hint  given  him  of  his  wife  now,  will  make 
him  rail  defperately. 

Cle.  Speak  to  him  of  her, 

Tru.  Do  you,  and  I'll  fetch  her  to  the  hearing 
of  it.  [Exit. 

Dau.  Captain  He-Otter,  your  She-Otter  is  com- 
ing, your  wife. 

'O//.  Wife!  Buz.  fitfoititium.  There's  no  fueh 
thing  in  nature.  I  confefs,  gentlemen,  I  have  a 
cook,  a  laundrefs,  a  houfe-drudge,  that  ferves  me, 
and  goes  under  that  title :  But  he's  an  afs  that  will 
be  fo  uxorious  to  tie  his  affections  to  one.  Wife !  the 
name  dulls  appetite.  .  A  wife  is  a  fcurvy  clogdogdo^ 
an  unlucky  thing,  a  very  forefaid  bear-whelp, 
without  any  good  fafhion  or  breeding  -,  mala  beftia. 
[His  wife  is  brought  out  te  bear  kirn  by  Truewif. 

Dau.  Why  did  you  marry  one  then,  captain  ? 

Oft.  I  married  with  fix  thoufand  pound,  I.  \ 
was  in  love  with  that.  I  have  not  kifs'd  my  fury 
thefe  forty  weeks. 

Cle.  The  more  to  blame  you,  captain. 

<Tru.  Nay,  Mrs.  Otter,  hear  him  a  little  firft. 

Ott.  She  hath  a  breath  worfe  than  my  grand- 
mother's, profeflb. 

Mrs.  Ott.  Oh,  treacherous  lyar !  Kifs  me,  fweet 
mafter  Truewit,  and  prove  him  a  flandering  knave. 

tfru.  I'll  rather  believe  you,  lady. 

Ott.  And  fhe  has  a  peruke,  that's  like  a  pound 
of  hemp,  made  up  in  moe-threds. 

Mrs.  Ott. 
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Mrs.  Oft.  Oh,  viper,  mandrake ! 

Oft.  A  moil  vile  face !  and  yet  fhe  fpends  me 
•  forty  pound  a  year  in  waflies  for  it,  mercury,  and 
hogs'  bones.  All  her  teeth  were  made  i'the  Black- 
Friers,  both  her  eye-brows  i'  the  Strand,  and  her 
hair  in  Silver- itreet.  Every  part  o'  the  town  owns 
apiece  of  her. 

Mrs.  Oft.  I  cannot  hold. 

Ott.  She  takes  herfdf  afunder  ftill  when  me  goes 
to  bed,  into  ibme  twenty  boxes  j  and  about  next 
day  noon  'is  put  together  again,  like  a  great  Ger- 
man clock  j  and  fo  comes  forth,  and  rings  a  tedious 
larum  to  the  whole  houfe,  and  then  is  quiet  again 
for  an  hour,  but  for  her  quarters,  Jrla'  you  done  . 
me  right,  gentlemen  ? 

Mrs.  Ott.  No,  Sir,  I'll  do  you  right  with  my 
quarters,  with  my' quarters. 

[She  falls  upon  him  and  beats  him. 

Ott.  Oh,  hold,  good  princefs, 

Tru.  Sound,  found.  [Trumpets. 

C/e.  A  battle,  a  battle. 

Mrs.  Ott.  You  notorious  ftinkardly  bearward, 
does  my  breath  fmell  ? 

Ott.  Under  correction,  dear  princefs.  Look  to 
my  bear  and  my  horfe,  gentlemen. 

Mrs.  Ott.  Do  I  want  teeth,  and  eye- brows,  thou 
bull-dog  ? 

Tru.  Sound,  found  ftill.  [Trumpets. 

Qtt.  No,  I  proteft,  under  correction 

Mrs.  Qtt.  Ay,  now  you  are  under  correction,  you 
proteft :  But  you,  did  not  proteft  before  correction^ 
Sir.  Thou  Judas,  to  offer  to  betray  thy  princefs  ! 
I'll  make  thee  an  example 

Morofe,  within. 

Mar.  Villains,  murderers,  fons  of  the  earth,  and 
traitors,  what  do  you  there  ? 

Tru.  Oh,  now  the  noifes  have  waked  him,  we 
mall  have  his  company.  Ent$r 
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Enter  Morofe,  with  a  long  fword. 

Mor.  Rogues,  hell-hounds,  Stentors,  out  of  my 
t'oors,  you  ions  of  noife  and  tumult,  begot  on  an ' 
ill  May-day,  or  when  the  gally-foiit  is  afloat  to 
Weftminiter  !  A  trumpeter  could  not  be  conceiv'd 
but  then.  Out,  out  I  fay  ?  [Exit,  driving  out  trum- 
peters, Mrs.  Ott.  Daw  and  Lfl-Fook. 

Cle.  Where's  Daw  and  La-Foole  ? 

Ott.  They  are  both  run  away,  Sir.  Good  gen- 
tlemen, help  to  pacify  my  princefs,  and  fpeak  to 
the  great  ladies  for  me.  Now  muft  I  go  lie  with 
the  bears  this  fortnight,  and  keep  out  o'  the  way, 
till  my  peace  be  made,  for  this  fcandal  me  has 
taken.  Did  not  you  fee  my  bull-head,  gentlemen  ? 

Cle.  Is't  not  on,  captain  ? 

Ott.  Ch,here'tis.  An' you  come  over,  gentlemen, 
and  afk  for  Tom  Otter,  we'll  go  down  to  Ratcliff, 
and  have  a  courle  i'faith,  for  all  thefe  difafters. 

2ra.  Away,  captain,  get  off  while  you  are  well. 

Ott.  There  is  bonafpes  left.  [Exit. 

Cle.  I  am  glad  we  are  rid  of  him. 

Tru.  You  had  never  been,  unlefs  we  had  put 
his  wife  upon  him.  His  humour  is  as  tedious  at 
laft,  as  it  was  ridiculous  at  firft. 

Enter  Haughty,  Mrs.  Otter,  Mavis,  Daw,  La-Foole> 
Centaure,  and  Epicene. 

Han.  We  wonder'd  why  you  fhriek'd  fo,  Mrs. 
Otter. 

Mrs.  Off.  Oh,  Heaven,  madam,  he  came  down 
with  a  huge  long  naked  weapon  in  both  his  hands, 
and  look'd  fo  dreadfully.  Sure  he's  befide  himfelf. 

Mav.  Why,  what  made  you  there,  Mrs.'  Otter  ? 

Mrs.  Ott.  Alas,  -  Mrs.  Mavis,  I  was  chaftifmg 
my  lubject,  and  thought  nothing  of  him. 

Daw.  Faith,  miftrds,  you  muft  do  fo  too. 
Learn,  to  chaft-iie.  Miftrefs  Otter  corrects  her 

hufband 
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hufband  fo,  he  dares  not  fpeak,  but  under  cor- 
rection. 

La-F:  And  with  his  hat  off  to  her  :  'Twould 
do  you  good  to  fee. 

Hau.  In  fadnefs,  'tis  good  and  mature  counfel ; 
practife  it,  Morofe.  I'll  call  you  Morofe  ftill  now, 
as  I  call  Centaure  and  Mavis  ;  we  four  will  be  all 
one. 

Cen.  And  you'll  come  to  the  college,  and  live 
with  us  ? 

Hau.  Make  him  give  milk  and  honey, 

Mav.  Look  how  you  manage  him  at  firft,  you 
mail  have  him  ever  after. 

Cen.  Let  him  allow  you  your  coach  and  four 
horfes,  your  woman,  your  chamber-maid,  your 
page,  your  gentleman-ulher,  your  French  cook, 
and  four  grooms. 

Hau.  And  go  with  us  to  Bedlam,  to  the  China 
houfes,  and  to  the  Exchange. 

Cen.  It  will  open  the  gate  to  your  fame. 

Hau.  Here's  Centaure  has  immortaliz'd  herfelf, 
with  taming  of  her  wild  male. 

Mav.  Ay,  me  has  done  the  miracle  of  the 
kingdom. 

Re-enter  Morofe. 

Mt?r.  [Entering.']  They  have  rent  my  roof,  walls, 
and  all  my  windows  afunder,  with  their  brazen 
throats. 

Mrs.  Off.  Ah  !  [Shrieking.] 

Mvr.  I  will  have  none  of  thefe  difcords  in  my 
houfe,  lady  Otter. 

Hau.  What  ails  you,  Sir  ? 

Mor.  And  the  reft  of  the  train  too.  Mrs.  Mary 
Ambree,  your  examples  are  dangerous.  Begone, 
I  fay. 

Epi.  Fie,  mafter  Morofe,  that  you  will  ufe  thrs 
violence  to  a  gentlewoman  ! 

Mcr. 
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Mor.  How!  [Dropping  his  fword.~\ 

Epi.  It  does  not  become  your  gravity  or  breeding 
(in  court  as  you  pretend)  to.  have  offer'd  this 
outrage  on  a  waterman,  or  any  more  boifterous 
creature,  much  lefs  a  lady. 

Mor.  You  can  fpeak  then. 

Epi.  Yes,  Sir. 

Mor.  Speak  out,  I  mean. 

Epi.  To  be  fure,  Sir  :  Why  did  you  think  you 
had  married  a  ftatue  ?  or  a  motion  only  ?  one  of 
the  French  puppets,  with  the  eyes  turn'd  with  a 
wire  ?  or  fome  innocent  out  of  the  hofpital,  that 
would  ftand  with  her  hands  thus  —  and  a  plaife- 
mouth,  and  look  upon  you. 

Mor.  O  immodefty  !  a  manifeft  woman  !  a 
downripht  virago  !  What,  Cutberd  !  Where's  Cut- 
herd  ? 

Epi.  Nay,  never  quarrel  with  Cutberd,.  Sir  ;  it 
is  too  late  now.  I  confeis  it  doth  bate  fomewhat 
of  the  modefty  I  had,  when  I  wrote  fimply  maid  •, 
but  I  hope  to  make  it  a  ftock  ftill  competent  to 

1  It  1       T  C  T 

the  eitate  and  dignity  or  your  wire. 

Mor.  She  can  talk  ! 

Epi.  Yes  indeed,  Sir  j  did  you  ever  know  a  woman 
that  could  not  ? 

Mor.  What,  firrah  !  none  of  my  knaves  there  ? 
Where,  is  this  impoftor,  Cutberd  ? 

Enter  Servant.    (Makes  ftgm.) 
Epi.  Speak  to  him,  fellow  •,  Ipeak  to  him.     I'll 
have  none  of  this  forc'd  unnatural  dumbnefs  in 
my  houfe,  in  a  family  where  I  govern. 

Mor.  Govern  !  She  is  my  regent  already  !  I 
have  married  a  Penthefilea,  a  Semiramis  ;  fold  my 
liberty  to  a  diftafE  But  I'll  be  mafter  ftill — I'll 
void  my  houfe  of  this  company,  and  bar  up  my 
dcors.\  Where  are  all  my  eaters,  my  mouths  now  ? 

Enter* 
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Enter  Servants. 

Void  my  houfe,  and  bar  up  my  doors,  you  varlets  ! 

EpL  He'is  a  varlet  that  ftirs  to  fuch  an  office. 
Let  'em  ftand  open  !  ShaAl  I  have  a  barricade  made 
againft  my  friends,  or  be  robbed  of  any  pleafure 
they  can  give  me  by  their  honourable  vifitation  ? 

Mor.  Oh,  Amazonian  impudence  ! 

Epi.  Nay,  in  troth,  in  this,  Sir,  I  fpeak  but 
modeilly,  and  am  more  reafonable  than  you.  Are 
not  thefe  our  nuptials  ?  and  is  it  not  meet  to  give 
the  day  to  pleafures,  Sir  ?  We'll  have  jollities  of 
feafling,  mufic,  dancing,  revels  and  difcourfe : 
We'll  have  all,  Sir,  that  may  make  the  celebration 
of  our  marriage  high  and  happy.  In,  in,  and  be 
jovial,  ladies !  In,  I  follow  you. 

[Exit,  witb  ladies ,  Daw,  and  La-Foole. 

Manent  Morofe,  Daupbine,  Trueivit. 

Mor.  Oh,  my  curfed  angel,  that  inftructed  me 
to  this  fate  ! 

Dau.  Why,  Sir? 

Mor.  That  I  mould  be  feduc'd  by  fo  foolifli  a 
devil  as  a  barber  will  make  ! 

Dau.  I  would  I  had  been  worthy,  Sir,  to  have 
partaken  your  counfel ;  you  fhould  never  have 
trufled  it  to  fuch  a  minifter. 

Mor.  Would  I  could  redeem  it  with  the  lofs  of 
an  eye,  nephew ! 

Dau.  I  hope  there  fhalj  be  no  fuch  need,  Sir. 
Take  patience,  good  uncle.  This  is  but  a  day, 
and  'tis  well  worn  too  now. 

Mor.  Oh,  'twill  be  fo  for  ever,  nephew ;  I  forefee 
it,  for  ever.  Strife  and  tumult  are  the  dowry  that 
comes  with,  a  wife. 

I'm.  I  told  you  fo,  Sir,  and  you  would  not 
believe  me. 

Mor.  Alas,  do  not  rub  thofe  wounds,  mafter 
H  Truewit, 
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Truewit,  to  blood  again ;  *twas  my  negligence. 
Add  not  affliction  to  affliction.  I  have  perceiv'd 
the  effect  of  it,  too  late,  in  madam  Otter. 

Re-enter  Epiccene,  &c. 

Mor.  My  executioner  here  again  !    Oh,  mifery  ! 

Epi.  How  do  you,  Sir  ? 

Mor.  Did  you  ever  hear  a  more  unneceflary 
queftion  ?  As  if  me  did  not  fee  !  Why,  I  do  as 
you  fee,  emprefs,  emprefs ! 

Epi.  They  fay  you  are  run  mad,  Sir. 

Mor.  Not  for  love,  I  allure  you,  of  you ;  do 
you  fee? 

Epi.  Oh  lord,  gentlemen  !  lay  hold  on  him,  for 
Heaven's  fake.  What  mall  I  do  ?  Who's  his 
phyfician  (can  you  tell)  that  knows  the  ftate  of 
his  body  belt,  that  I  might  fend  for  him  ?  Good 
Sir,  fpeak  :  I'll  fend  for  one  of  my  doctors  elfe. 

Mor.  What,  to  poifon  me,  that  I  might  die 
inteilate,  and  leave  you  poffefs'd  of  all  ? 

Epi.  Lord,  how  k;ly  he  talks,  and  how  his 
eyes  fparkle  !  He  looks  green  about  the  temples ! 
Do  you  fee  what  blue  fpots  he  has  ? 

Cle.  Ay,  its  melancholy. 

Epi.  Gentlemen,  for  Heaven's  fake,  counfel  me! 

Daw.  The  difeafe  in  Greek  is  called  MWa,  in 
Latin,  Infanta. 

Mor.  Shall  I  have  a  lecture  read  upon  me  alive  ? 

Epi.  But  what  is  this  to  the  cure  ?  We  are  fure 
enough  of  the  difeafe. 

Mor.  Let  me  go  ! 

9>«.  Why,  we'll  entreat  her  to  hold  her  peace, 
Sir. 

Mor.  Oh,  no  ;  labour  not  to  flop  her.  She  is 
like  a  conduit-pipe,  that  will  gum  out  with  more 
force  when  me  opens  again.  Oh,  oh  ! 

Epi.  Sure  he  would  do  well  enough,  if  he  could 
fleep. 

Mor. 
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Mor.  No,  I  mould  do  well  enough,  if  you 
could  fleep.  Have  I  no  friend,  that  will  make  her 
drunk,  or  give  her  a  little  laudanum^  or  opium  ? 

¥ru.  Why,  Sir,  me  talks  ten  times  worfe  in  her 
fleep. 

Mor.  How ! 

Cle.  Do  you  know  that,  Sir  ?  never  ceafes  all 
night. 

3>«.  And  fnores  like  a  pig. 

Mor.  Oh,  redeem  me,  Fate ;  redeem  me,  Fate ! 
For  how  many  caufes  may  a  man  be  divorc'd, 
nephew  ? 

Dau.  I  know  not,  truly,  Sir. 

Tru.  Some  divine  muft  relblve  you  in  that,  Sir, 
or  canon-lawyer. 

Mor.  I  will  not  reft,  I  will  not  think  of  any 
other  hope  or  comfort,  till  I  know.  So  it  would 
rid  me  of  her,  I  wou'd  do  penance  in  a  belfry, 
with  a  ring  often  bells ;  in  a  cockpit;,  at  the  death 
of  a  flag ;  the  Tower- Wharf ;  London-Bridge  ; 
Billingfgate,  when  the  noifes  are  at  their  heighth 
and  loudeft.  Nay,  I  would  fit  out  a  play,  that 
were  nothing  but  fights  at  fea,  drums,  trumpets, 
and  target.  [Exit  with  Dauphins. 

Cle.  Alas,  poor  man  ! 

Tru.  You'll  make  him  mad  indeed,  ladies,  if 
you  purlue  this. 

Hau.  No,  we'll  let  him  breathe  now,  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  or  fo. 

Cle.  By  my  faith,  a  large  truce. 

Hau.  Is  that  his  keeper,  that  is  gone  with  him  ? 

Daw.  It  is  his  nephew,  madam. 

La-F.  Sir  Dauphine  Eugene. 

Cen.  He  looks  like  a  very  pitiful  knight. 

Daw.  As  can  be.  This  marriage  has  put  him  out 
of  all. 

La-F.  He  has  not  a  penny  in  his  purfe,  madam. 

Daw.  H«  is  ready  to  cry  a.11  this  day, 

H  2  La-F. 
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La-F.  A  very  lhark  •,  he  fet  me  i'  th'  nick  t'other 
night  at  Primero. 

Tru.  How  thefe  fwabbers  talk  ! 

Cle.  Ay,  Otter's  wine  has  iwell'd  their  humours 
above  a  fpring  tide. 

Hau.  Good  Morofe,  let's  go  in  again ! 

Epi.  I  wak  on  you,  madam. 

[Exeunt  ladies,  Daw,  and  La-Foole  \ 
Epic  cent  following  is  recalled  by  Tru. 

fru.  Do  you  hear,  lady  bride  ?  I  pray  thee  now, 
as  thou  art  a  noble  wench,  continue  this  difcourfe 
of  Dauphine  within  •,  but  praife  him  exceedingly  ; 
magnify  him  with  all  the  height  of  affection  thou 
canft -,  (I  have  fome  purpofe  in't)  and  do  but  beat 
off  thefe  two  rooks,  Jack  Daw  and  his  fellow,  with 
any  difcontent,  and  I'll  honour  thee  for  ever. 

Epi.  I  warrant  you  •,  you  mail  expert  one  of  'em 
prefently.  [Exit. 

Cle.  What  a  call  of  Caftrils  are  thefe,  to  hawk 
after  ladies  thus ! 

'Tru.  Ay,  and  ftrike  at  fuch  an  eagle  as  Dauphine. 

Cle.  He  will  be  mad,  when  we  tell  him.  Here 
he  comes. 

Enter  Dauphine. 

Cle.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  welcome ! 

Tru.  Where's  thine  uncle  ? 

Dau.  Run  out  o'  doors  in's  night-caps,  to  talk 
with  a  cafuift  about  his  divorce.  It  works  ad- 
mirably. 

2>».  Thou  would'ft  ha'  faid  fo,  an'  thou  had'ft 
been  here !  the  ladies  have  laugh'd  at  thee  moft 
comically,  fince  thou  went'ft,  Dauphine. 

Cle.  And  afk'd,  if  thou  wert  thine  uncle's 
keeper. 

2r«.  And  the  brace  of  baboons  anfwer'd  Yes, 
and  faid,  thou  wert  a  pitiful  poor  fellow,  and  hadft 
nothing  but  three  fuits  of  apparel,  and  fome  few 
benevolences  that  the  lords  gave  thee  to  fool  to  'em, 
and  fwagger.  Dau. 
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Dau.  Let  me  not  live,  I'll  beat  'em ;  I'll  bind 
'em  both  to  grand  madam's  bed-pofts,  and  have 
'em  bated  with  monkies. 

Tru.  Thou  {halt  not  need,  they  mall  be  beaten 
to  thy  hand,  Dauphine.  I  have  an  execution  to 
ferve  upon  'em  ;  truft  my  plot. 

Dau.  Ay,  you  have  many  plots !  So  you  had 
one,  to  make  all  the  wenches  in  love  with  me. 

'Trtt.  Why,  if  I  do  not  yet  afore  night,  as  near 
as  'tis,  and  that  they  do  .not  every  one  invite  thee, 
and  be  ready  to  fearch  for  thee,  take  the  mortgage 
of  my  wit. 

Cle.  I'll  be  his  witnefs  -,  thou  malt  have  it, 
Dauphine :  Thou  malt  be  his  fool  for  ever,  if  thou 
doft  not. 

Tru.  Agreed.  Perhaps 'twill  be  the  better  eftate. 
But  I'll  not  forfeit  my  iureties.  Thou  malt  wreak 
revenge  on  thefe  wits  and  braveries  of  the  time, 
Dauphine,  and  even  thereby  become  the  idol,  the 
reigning  favourite  of  all  the  Collegiates.  The 
device  mall  be  mine,  the  pleafure  thine  own,  and 
Daw  and  La-Foole  mall  make  themfelves  over  to 
laughter  for  ever. 


ACT       V. 

A  gallery    in   the  houfe  of  Morofe. 
Truewit,  Dauphine,  Clerimont. 

Cle.   T  F  you  {hould  fail   now  ? 

X  Tru.  Oh,  Sirs,  I'll  be  anfwerable  for  the 
ifiue.  I  cannot  fail.  I  know  the  height  and  di- 
menfion  of  their  underftandings  too  well :  They'll 
believe  themfelves  to  be  jufl  fuch  men  as  we  make 
'em,  neither  more  nor  lefs :  They  have  Nothing, 

not 
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not  the  ufe  of  their  fenfes,  but  by  tradition.  'Slight, 
man,  I  will  have  them  as  filent  as  figns,  and  their 
pods  too,  ere  I  have  done  with  them.  Do  you 
obferve  this  gallery,  or  rather  lobby  indeed? 
Here  are  a  couple  of  ftudies,  at  each  end  one  : 
Here  will  I  act  fuch  a  tragi-comedy  between  the 
Guelphs  and  the  Ghibellines,  Daw  and  La-Foole 
which  of  'em  comes  out  firft,  will  I  feize  on  : 
(You  two  mail  be  the  chorus  behind  the  arras,  and 
whip  out  between  the  acls  and  fpeak.)  If  I  do  not 
make  them  keep  the  peace  for  this  remnant  of  the 

day,  if  not  of  the  year 1  hear  Daw  coming  : 

Hide,  and  do  not  laugh,  for  Heaven's  fake. 

[Exeunt  Dau.  and  Ckr. 

Enter  Sir  John  Daw. 

Daw.  Which  is  the  way  into  the  garden,  trow  ? 

Tru.  Oh,  Jack  Daw  !  I  am  glad  I  have  met 
with  you.  In  good  faith,  I  muft  have  this 
matter  go  no  further  between  you :  I  muft  have  it 
taken  up. 

Daw.  What  matter,  Sir  ?  between  whom  ? 

fru.  Come,  you  difguife  it ;  Sir  Amorous  and 
•  you.     If  you  love  me,  Jack,  you  mail  make  ufe 
of  your  philofophy  now,    for  this  once,   and  de- 
liver me  your  fword.     The  bride  has  entreated 
me,  I  will  fee  no  blood  med  at  her  bridal. 

Daw.  As  I  hope  to  finim  Tacitus,  I  intend  no 
murder. 

5V«.  Do  you  not  wait  for  Sir  Amorous  ? 

Daw.  Not  I,  by  my  knighthood. 

Tru.  And  your  fchoL.rfhip  too  ? 

Daw.  And  my  fcholarmip  too. 

2V«.  Go  to,  then  I  return  you  your  fword,  and 
afk  you  mercy  ;  but  put  it  not  up,  for  you  will 
be  aflaulted.  I  underftood  that  you  had  appre- 
Jhended  it,  and  waik'd  here  to  brave  him  j  and  that 

you 
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you  had  held  your  life  contemptible,  in  regard  of 
your  honour. 

Daw.  No,  no ;  no  fuch  thing,  I  aflure  you. 
He  and  I  parted  now,  as  good  friends  as  could  be. 

Tru.  Truft  not  you  to  that  vifor.  I  faw  him  fince 
dinner  with  another  face  :  I  have  known  many 
men  in  my  time  vex'd  with  lofles,  with  deaths, 
and  with  abufes ;  but  fo  offended  a  wight  as  Sir 
Amorous,  did  I  never  fee  or  read  of.  For  taking 
away  his  guefts,  Sir,  to-day,  that's  the  caufe  ;  and 
he  declares  it  behind  your  back  with  fuch  threaten- 

ings  and  contempts He  faid  to  Dauphine,  you 

were  the  arrant'ft  afs 

Daw.  Ay,  he  may  fay  his  pleafure. 

Tru.  And  fwears  you  are  fo  protefted  a  coward, 
that  he  knows  you  -will  never  do  him  any  manly 
or  fmgle  right ;  and  therefore  he  will  take  his 
courfe. 

Daw.  I'll  give  him  any  fatisfa&ion,  Sir — but 
fighting. 

1'ru.  Ay,  Sir  ;  but  who  knows  what  fatisfaction 
he'll  take :  Blood  he  thirfts  for,  and  blood  he  will 
have ;  and  whereabouts  on  you  he  will  have  it,  who 
knows,  but  himfelf  ? 

Daw.  I  pray  you,  Mafter  Truewit,  be  you  a 
mediator. 

Tru.  Well,  Sir,  conceal  yourfelf  then  in  this  ftudy 
-  till  I  return.  [He  puts  him  up.]  Nay,  you  muft 
be  content  to  be  lock'd  in  •,  for,  for  mine  own 
reputation,  I  would  not  have  you  feen  to  receive  a 
publick  difgrace,  while  I  have  the  matter  in 
managing.  Gods  fo,  here  he  comes ;  keep  your 
breath  clofe,  that  he  do  not  hear  you  ligh.  In 
good  fa-kh,  Sir  Amorous,  he  is  not  this  way  ;  I 
pray  you  be  merciful,  do  not  murder  him  :  You 
are  arm'd  as  if  you  fought  a  revenge  on  all  his  race. 
Good  Dauphine,  get  him  aw-ay  from  this  place. 

I  never 


•••» 
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I  never  knew  a  man's  choler  fd  high,  but  he  would 
fpeak  to  his  friends,  he  would  hear  reafon.  Jack 
Daw,  Jack  f  afleep  ? 

Daw.  [Coming  forth]  Is  he  gone,  mailer  Truewit? 

5>a.  Ay  •,  did  you  hear  him  ?  ' 

Daw.  Oh,  dear,  yes. 

Tru.  What  a  quick  ear  fear  has  ? 

Daw.  But  is  he  fo  arm'd,  as  you  fay  ? 

<lru.  Arm'd  ?  did  you  ever  fee  a  fellow  fet  out 
to  take  poffeflion  ? 

Daw.  Ay,  Sir. 

2>«;v  That  may  give  you  fome  light  to  conceive 
of  him  ;  but  'tis  nothing  to  the  principal.  He  has 
got  fomebody's  old  two-hand  fword,  to  mow  you 
off  at  the  knees  :  And  that  fword  has  fpawn'd  fuch 

a  dagger  !— But  then  he  is  fo  hung  with  pikes, 

halberds,  peitrbnels,  callivers,  and  mufkets,  that 
he  looks  like  a  jultice  of  peace's  hall :  A  man  of 
two  thoufand  a  year  is  not  fefs'd  at  fo  many 
weapons  as  he  has  on.  You  would  think  he  meant 
to  murder  all  St.  Pulchre's  parim.  He  is  fuffi- 
ciently  arm'd  to  over-run  a" country. 

Daw.  Good  lord  !  what  means  he,  Sir  ?  I  pray 
you,  mafter  Truewit,  be  you  a  mediator. 

Tru.  Well,  I'll  try  if  he  will  be  appeas'd  with  a 
leg  or  an  arm  ;  if  not,  you  muft  die  once. 

Daw.  I  would  be  loth  to  lofe  my  right  arm,  for 
writing  madrigals. 

Tru.  Why,  if  he  will  be  fatisfied  with  a  thumb, 
or  a  little  finger,  all's  one  to  me.  You  mufl  think, 
I'll  do  my  belt. 

Daw.  Good  Sir,  do.      [Goes  into  the  do  fet  again. 

Re-enter  Dauphine  and  Clerimont. 

Cle.  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

S>«.  He  will  let  me  do  nothing,  man ;  he  does 
all  afore  me ;  he  offers  his  left  arm. 
.  Dau.  Take  it,  by  all  means. 

frtt. 
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2r«.  How  i  maim  a  man  for  ever,  for  a  jeft  ? 
What  a  confcience  haft  thou  ? 

Dau.  'Tis  no  lofs  to  him  ;  he  has  no  employment 
for  his  arms,  but  to  eat  ipoon-meat.  Belide,  as 
good  maim  his  body,  as  his  reputation. 

Tru.  He  is  a  fcholar,  and  a  wit,  and  yet  he  does 
not  think  fo.  But  he  lofes  no  reputation  with  us ; 
for  we  all  refolv'd  him  an  afs  before.  To  your 
places  again. 

Dau.  Come  away,  Clerimont. 

[Retires  with  Clerimont. 

Enter  La-Fook. 

Tru.  Sir  Amorous ! 

La-F.  Mafter  Truewit. 

1'rti.  Whither  were  you  going  ? 

La-F.  Down  into  the  court. 

Iru.  By  no  means,  Sir. 

La  F.  Why,  Sir  ? 

Trtt.  Enter  here,  if  you  love  your  life. 

La-F.  Why  ?  why  ? 

<Tru.  Queftion  till  your  throat  be  cut,  do :  Dally 
till  the  enraged  foul  find  you. 

La-F.  Who's  that  ? 

Iru.  Daw  it  is  :    Will  you  in  ? 

La-F.  Ay,  ay,  I'll  in  :  What's  thef  matter  ? 

Tru.  Nay,  if  he  had  been  cool  enough  to  tell  us 
that,  there  had  been  fome  hope  to  atone  you ;  but 
he  feems  fo  implacably  enrag'd. 

La-F.  'Slight,  let  him  rage :  I'll  hide  myfelf. 

5Va.  Do,  good  Sir  •,  but  what  have  you  done  to 
him  within,  that  mould  provoke  him  thus  ?  You 
have  broke  fome  jeft  upon  him  afore  the  ladies 

La-F.  Not  I,  never  in  my  life,  broke  jeft  upon 
any  man.  The  bride  was  praifing  Sir  Dauphine, 
and  he  went  away  in  fnuff,  and  I  followed  him; 
unlefs  he  took  offence  at  me  in  his  drink  e're-while, 
that  I  would  not  pledge  all'  the  horfe-full. 

I  2>«. 
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Tru.  By  my  faith,  and  that  may  be-,  you. re- 
member well :  But  he  walks  the  round  up  and 
down,  thro'  every  room  o'  the  houfc,  with  a  towel 
in  his  hand,  crying,  Where's  La-Foole  ?  Who 
law  La-Fooie?  And  when  Dauphine  and  I  de- 
manded the  caufe,  we  can  force  no  aniwer  from 
him,  but  (Oh,  revenge,  how  fweet  art  thou  !  I 
will  ilrangle  him  in  this  towel)  which  leads  us  to 
conjecture,  that  the  main  caufe  of  his  fury  is,  for 
bringing  your  meat  to-day,  with  a  towel  about  you, 
to  his  difcrcdit. 

La-F.  Like  enough.  Why,  an  he  be  angry  for 
that,  I'll  ftay  here  titl  his  anger  be  blown  over. 

Tru.  A  good  becoming  reiblution,  Sir  -t  if  you 
can  put  it  ^n  o'the  fudden. 

La  F.  Yes,  I  can  put  it  on :  Or,  I'll  away  into 
the  country  prefently. 

Tru.  How  will  you  go  out  of  the  houfe,  Sir  ? 
He  knows  you  are  i*  the  houfe,  and  he'll  watch  you 
this  fe'nnigrht,  but  he'll  have  you :  He'll  out-wait 
a  ferjeant  for  you. 

La-F.  Why,  then  I'll  ftay  here. 

Iru.  You  mufl  think  how  to  victual  yourfelf  in 
time  then. 

'La-F.  Why,  fweet  mailer  Truewit,  will  you 
entreat  my  coufin  Otter  to  fend  me  a  cold  venifon 
pally,  a  bottle  or  two  of  wine,  and  a  pallat  to  lie  on  ? 

Tru.  Oh,  I  would  not  advife  you  to  fleep,  by 
any  means. 

La-F.  Would  not  you,  Sir  ?  why,  then  I  will 
no:. 

Tru.  Yet  there's  another  fear. 

La  F.  Is  there,  Sir  ?  What  is't  ? 

Tru.  No,  he  cannot  break  open  this  dc-or  with 
hi?  foot  fure. 

La  F.  I'll  fet  my  back  againft  it,  Sir.  I  have 
a  good  back. 

Tru.  But  then  if  he  mould  hatter. 

La-F. 
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La-F.  Batter  !  If  he  dare,  I'll  have  an  adion  of 
battery  againft  him. 

Tfu.  Caft  you  the  worft.  He  has  fent  for 
powder  already,  and  what  he  will  do  with  it,  no 
man  knows  :  perhaps  blow  up  the  corner  o'  the 
houfe  where  he  fufpects  you  are.  Think  upon 
fome  fatisfaction,  or  terms,  to  offer  him. 

La-F.  Sir,  I'll  give  him  any  fatisfaction :  I  dare 
give  any  terms. ' 

I'm.  You'll  leave  it  to  me  then  ? 

La-F.  Ay,  Sir :  I'll  Hand  to  any  conditions. 

[Goes  into  the  clofet. 

Tru.  How  now,  what  think  you,  Sirs  ?  [He  calls  - 
forth  Clerimont  and  Dauphine.]  Wer't  not  a  difficult 
thing  to  determine,  which  of  thefe  two  fear!d  moit  ? 

Cle.  Yes,  but  this  fears  the  bravdl  :  The' other, 
a  w Kindling  daftard,  Jack  Daw  !  But  La-Focle,  a 
brave  heroick  coward  !  and  is  afraid  in  a  great  look, 
and  'a  flout  accent.  I  like  him  rarely. 

Tru.  Had  it  not  been  pity  thefe  two  mould  have 
been  conceal'd  ? 

Cle.  Shall  I  go  fetch  the  ladies  to  the  cataftrophe? 

Tru.  Uroph  ?  Ay,  by  my  troth.  Do,  Clerimont, 
fetch  'em,  and  difccurfe  to  3em  all  that's  pafs'd, 
and  -bring  'em  into  the  gallery  here. 

D^u.  This  is  thy  extreme  vanity  now:  thou 
think'fr.  thou  wert  undone,  if  every  jell  thou  mak'H 
were  not  pubiiih'd. 

Tru.  Thou  ihalt  fee  how  unjuft  thou  art  pre- 
fently.  Clerimont,  fay  it  was  Dauphine's  plot. 
Truil  me  not,  if  the  whole  drift  be  not  for  thy 
good.  [Exit  Clerimont.']  There's  a  fcarf  i'  the  next 
room,  put  it  on,  and  be  ready  when  I  call  Amorous. 
Away  I1' John  Daw  !. 

-     Daw,  -peeping,  out  of  the  clofet. 

Daiv.  What  good  news,  Sir  ?  rt 

Tru.  Faith,  I  have  folio wtcJ,  and  argued  with 

him  hard  for  you.     I  told* him  you  were  a  knight, 

I  2  and 
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and  a  fcholar,  and  that  you  knew  fortitude,  did 
confift  vnagis  fatiendo  quam  faciendo,  magis  ferendo 
quamferimdo. 

Daw.  It  doth  fo  indeed,  Sir. 

Tru.  And  that  you  would  fufter,  I  told  him : 
So  at  firft  he  demanded,  by  my  troth,  in  my 
conceit,  too  much. 

Daw.  What  was  it,  Sir  ? 

Tru.  Your  upper  lip,  and  fix  o'  your  fore-teeth. 

Daw.  'Twas  unreasonable. 

'Tru.  Nay,  I  told  him  plainly,  you  could  not 
fpare  'em  all.  So  after  long  argument  (jpro  &  con, 
as  you  know)  I  brought  him  down  to  your  two 
butter-teeth,  and  them  he  would  have, 

Daw.  Oh,  did  you  fo?  Why,  he  mall  have 'em. 

7r«.  But  he  mail  not,  Sir,  by  your  leave.  The 
coriclufion  is  this,  Sir :  Becaufe  you  mail  be  very 
.good  friends  hereafter,  and  this  never  to  be  re- 
member'd  or  upbraided  -,  befides,  that  he  may  not 
boaft  he  has  done  any  fuch  thing  to  you  in  his  own 
perfon,  he  is  to  come  here  in  difguife,  give  you 
lfive  kicks  in  private,  Sir,  take  your  fword  from 
,you,  and  lock  you  up  in  that  ftudy  during  plea- 
jfure :  Which  will  be  but  a  little  while,  we'll  get  it 
releas'd  prefently. 

Daw.  Five  kicks  ?  He  mall  have  fix,  Sir,  to  be 
friends. 

3>».  Believe  me,  you  mail  not  over-moot  your- 
felf,  to  fend  him  that  word  by  me. 

Daw.  Deliver  it,  Sir ;  he  mall  have  them  with  all 
my,  heart,  to  be  friends. 

Tru.  Friends  ?  Nay,  an  he  mould  not  be  fo, 
and  heartily  too,  upon  thefe  terms,  he  mall  have 
me  to  enemy  while  I  live.  Come,  Sir,  bear  it 
bravely. 

Daw.  Oh,  Sir,  'tis  nothing. 

Tru.  True.  What's  fix  kicks  to  a  man  that 
reads  Seneca? 

Daw. 
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Daw.  I  have  had  a  hundred,  Sir. 

lV|MK    J- 

Ladies  enter  here ',  brought  ly  Clerimonty  and  lift  en  ~ 
Tru.  "Sir  Amorous!  No  fpeaking  one  to  another, 
or  rehearfing  old  matters. 

[Daufhine  comes  forth  and  kicks  him. 
Daw.  One,   two,  three,  four,  five.     I  proteft, 
Sir  Amorous,  you  fhall  have  fix. 

Tru.  Nay,  I  told  you,  you  mould  not  talk. 
Come,  give  him  fix,  an  he  will  needs.  Your 
fword.  Now  return  to  your  fafe  cuftody-,  you 
mall  prefently  meet  afore  the  ladies,  and  be  the 
dearelt  friends  one  to  another.  [Exit  Daw.'}  Give 
me  the  fcarf  now,  thou  malt  beat  the  other  bare- 

fac'd.     Stand  by.     Sir  Amorous  ! 
' 

Re-enter  Sir  Amorous. 

La-F.  What's  here  ?  A  fword  ? 

Tru.  I  cannot  help  it,  without  I  mould  take  the 
quarrel  upon  myfdf.  Here  he  has  lent  you  his 
fword i 

La-F.  I'll  receive  none  on't. 


Tru.  And  he  wills  you  to  faften  it  againft  a  wall, 
and  break  your  head  in  fomc  few  feveral  places 
againft  the  hilts. 

La-F.  I  will  not,  tell  him  roundly.  I  cannot 
endure  to  fhed  my  own  blood. 

Tru.  Will  you  not  ? 

La-F.  No.  I'll  beat  it  againft  a  fair  flat  wall, 
if  that  v/iU  fatisfy  him :  If  not,  he  fhall  beat  it 
himielf  for  Amorous. 

I'm.  Why,  this  is  ftrange  ftarting  off,  when  a 
man  undertakes  for  you  !  I  oiffer'd  him  another 
condition  ;  will  you  ftand  to  that  ? 

La-F.  Ay,  what  is't  ? 

Tru.  That  .you  will  be  beaten  in  private. 

LaF.  Yes,  Lam  content,  at' the  blunt. 

Tru.  Then  you  mutt  lubmit  yourfelf  to  be  hood- 

wink'd 
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wink'd  in  this  fcarf,  and  be  led  to  him,  where  he 
will  take  your  iword  from  you,  and  make  you  bear 
a  blow  over  the  mouth,  and  tweaks  by  the  npfe 
cut  of  number. 

La-F.  I  am  content.  But  why  muft  I  be  blinded  f 

7/w.  That's  for  your  good,  Sir ;  becaufe  if  he 
mould  grow  infolent  upon  this,  and.  publifh  it 
hereafter  to  your  difgrace  (which  I  hope  he  will  not 
do)  you  might  fwear  fafely,  and  proteft,  he  never 
beat  you,  to  your  knowledge. 

La-F.  Oh,  I  conceive. 

2>«.  I  do  not  doubt  but  you'll  be  perfect  good 
friends  upon't,  and  not  dare  to  utter  an  ill  thought 
one  of  another  in  future. 

La-F.  Not  I,  as  Heaven  help  "me,  of  him. 

2>a.  Nor  he  of  you,  Sir.  If  he  mould — — 
Come,  Sir.  All  hid  ;  Sir  John  ! 

[Dauphine  enters  to  tweak  him. 

La-F.  Oh,  Sir  John,  Sir  John.  Oh,  o-o-o-o-o- 
Oh— 

T'rtt.  Good  Sir  John,  leave  tweaking,  you'll  blow 
his  nofe  off.  'Tis  Sir  John's  pleaiure,  you  mould 
retire  into  the  ftudy.  Why,  now  you  are  friends. 
All  bitternels  between  you  I  hope,  is  buried  ;  you 
mall  come  forth  by  and  by,  Damon  and  Pythias 
upon't,  and  embrace  with  all  the  ranknefo  of 
friencMnip  that  can  be.  [Exit  La-Foole.~\  I  trull,  we 
mall  have  'em  tamer,  i*  their  language  hereafter. 
Dauphine,  I  worfiiip  thee.  Heaven's  will,  the 
ladies  have  furpriz'd  us. 

Haughty,   Centaure,    Mavis,    Mrs.  Otter,   Epicane, 

Trufty,  come  forward,  having  difcovered part  of  the 

faft  fcene. 

Hau.  Centaure,  how  our  judgments  were  impcs'd 
on  by  thefe  adulterate  knights  ! 

Cm.  Nay,  madam,  Mavis  was  more  deceiv'd 
than  we  j  'twas  her  commendation  utter'd  'em  in  the 
college.  Mav. 
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Mav.  I  commended  but  their  wits,-  madam,  and 
their  braveries.  I  never  look'd  towards  their 
valours. 

Hau.  Sir  Dauphine  is  valiant,  and  a  wit  too,  it 
feems. 

Mav.  .And  a  bravery  too. 

Hau.  Was  this  his  project  ? 

Mrs.  Oft.  So  matter  Clerimont  intimates,  madam. 

Mav.  He  is  a  very  worthy  gentleman. 

Cen.  I  could  love  a  man  for  fuch  a  noie ! 

Mav.  Or  fuch  a  leg  ! 

Cen.  He  has  an  excellent  good  eye,  madam. 

Mav.  And  a  very  good  look  ! 

7r».  See  how  they  eye  thee,  man  !  They  are  taken, 
I  warrant  thee. 

Hau.  You  have  unbrac'd  our  brace  of  knights 
here,  mailer  Truewit. 

Tru.  Not  I,  madam  j  it  was  Sir  Dauphine's 
engine. 

Hau.  I  am  glad  of  the  fortune  (befide  the  dif- 
covery  of  two  fuch  empty  cafkets)  to  gain  the 
knowledge  of  fo  rich  a  mine  of  virtue  as  Sir 
Dauphine. 

Cen.  We  would  be  all  glad  to  ftile  him  of  our 
friendlhip,  and  fee  him  at  the  college. 

Mav.  He  cannot  mix  with  a  fweeter  fociety,  I'll 
prophefy ;  and  I  hope  he  himfelf  will  think  fo. 

Dau.  I  mould  be  rude  to  imagine  otherwife, 
lady. 

7>«.  Did  not  I  tell  thee,  Dauphine  ?  But  purfue 
it  now  thou  haft  Jem.  ^  „ 

Hau.  Shall  we  go  in  again,  Morofe  ? 

£pi.  Yes,  madam. 

Cen.  We'll  entreat  Sir  Dauphine's  company. 

<Tru.  Stay,  good  madam,  the  interview  of  the 
two  friends,  Pylades  and  Oreftes :  I'll  fetch  'em 
out  to  you  itraight. 

Hau.  Will  you,  matter  Truewit  ? 

Dau. 
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Dau.  Ay ;  but,  noble  ladies,  do  not  confefs  in 
your  countenance,  or  outward  bearing  to  'em,  any 
difcovery  of  their  follies,  that  we  may  fee  how  they 
will  bear  up  again. 

Hau.  We  will  not,  Sir  Dauphine. 

Cent.  Mav.  Upon  our  honours,  Sir  Dauphine  ! 

Tru.  Sir  Amorous,  Sir  Amorous.  The  ladies 
are  here. 

La-F.  Are  they? 

5ft  u.  Yes  ;  but  flip  out  by  and  by,  as  their  backs 
are  turn'd,  and  meet  Sir  John  here,  as  by  chance, 
when. I  call  you.  Jack  Daw  ! 

Daw.  [Peeping.]  What  fay  you,  Sir  ? 

fru.  Whip  out  behind  me  fuddenly,  and  no 
anger  i'  your  looks  to  your  adverfary.  Now,  now  ! 

Enter  at  oppofite  doors^  Daw  and  La-Foole. 

La-F.  Noble  Sir  John  Daw !  Where  ha'  you 
been  ? 

Daw.  To  feek  you,  Sir  Amorous. 

La-F.  Me  !  I  honour  you. 

Daw.  I  prevent  yon,  Sir. 

Cle.  They  have  forgot  their  rapiers. 

Tru.  Oh,  they  meet  in  peace,  man. 

Dau.  Where's  your  fword,  Sir  John  ? 

Cle.  And  your's,  Sir  Amorous  ? 

Daw.  Mine  !  my  boy  had  it  forth,  to  mend  the 
handle,  e'en  now. 

La-F.  And  my  gold  handle  was  broke  too,  and 
my  boy  had  it  forth. 

Dau.  Indeed,  Sir  ?  How  their  excufes  meet. 

Cle.  What  a  confent  there  is  i'  the  handles  ? 

Tru.  Nay,  there  is  fo  i'  the  points  too,  I  warrant 
you. 

Mrs.  Ott.  Oh,  me !  madam,  he  comes  again, 
the  madman !  Away. 

[Exeunt  Ladies ,  Daw,  and  La-Foole. 

Enter 
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Enter  Morofe,  with  two  fwcrds. 

Mor.  What  make  thefe  naked  weapons  here, 
Gentlemen  ? 

Tru.  Oh,  Sir,  here  hath  like  to  have  been  mur- 
der fmce  you  went !  A  couple  of  knights  fallen  out 
about  the  bride's  favours :  We  were  fain  to  take 
away  their  weapons, 

Mor.  For  her  favours  ? 

^ru.  Ay,  Sir,  heretofore,  not  prefent.  Cleri- 
mont,  carry  'em  their  iv/ords  now.  They  have 
done  all  the  hurt  they  will  do.  [Exit  Clerimont. 

Dau.  Have  you  fpoke  wjjth  a  lawyer,  Sir  ? 

Mor.  Oh,  no!  there  is  fuch  a  noifei'the  court,  that 
they  have  frighted  me  home  with  more  violence  than 
I  went !  Such  fpcaking,  and  counter-fpeaking, 
with  their  feveral  voices  of  citations,  appellations, 
allegations,  certificates,  attachments,  interrogatories, 
references,  convictions,  and  afflictions  indeed,  among 
the -doctors,  and  proctors,  that  the  noife  here  is 
filence  to't !  a  kind  of  cakn  midnight ! 

Tru.  Why,  Sir,  if  you  would  be  refolv'd  indeed,  I 
can  bring  you  hither  a  very  fufficient  lawyer,  and  a 
learned  divine,  that  mail  inquire  into  every  leaft 
fcruple  for  you. 

Mor.  Can  you,  m after  Truewit  ? 

Tru.  Yes,  and  are  very  fober  grave  perfons,  that 
will  difpatch  in  a  chamber,  with  a  whiirer  or  two. 

Mor.  Good  Sir,  fliall  I  hope  this  benefit  from 
you,  and  truft  myfelf  into  your  hands  ? 

Tru.  Alas,  Sir !  your  nephew  and  I  have  been 
afnam'd,  and  oft-times'  mad,  fmce  you  went,  to 
think  how  you  are  abus'd.  Go  in,  good  Sir,  and 
lock  yourfelf  up  till  we  call  ypu  •,  we'll  tell  you 
more  anon,  Sir. 

Mor.  Do  your  pleafure  with  me,    gentlemen ; 

do  but  divorce  me  from  my  wife,  and  1  am  bound 

to  you  for  ever.  [Exit. 

K  Da*. 
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Dau.  What  wilt  thou  do  now,  Wit  ? 

7r«.  Recover  me  hither  Otter  and  the  barber, 
if  you  can,  by  any  means,  preiently. 

Dau.  Why  ?  to  what  purpofe  ? 

3V«.  Oh,  I'll  make  the  deepeft  divine,  and  graveft 
lawyer  out  o'  them  two,  for  him. 

Dau.  Thou  canft  not,  man  •,  thefe  are  waking 
dreams. 

Tru.  Do  not  fear  me.  Clap  but  a  civil  gown 
with  the  welt  o'  the  one,  and  a  canonical  cloke 
with  fleeves  o'  the  other,  and  give  'em  a  few  terms 
in  their  mouths,  if  there  come  not  forth  as  able  a 
doclor,  and  com  pleat  a  parion,  for  this  turn  as  may 
be  wilh'd,  truft  not  my  eletlion  :  The  barber 
fmatters  Latin,  I  remember. 

Dau.  Yes,  and  Otter  too. 

2>«.  Well  then,  if  I  make  'em  not  wrangle 
out  this  cafe,  to  his  no  comfort,  let  me  be 
thought  a  Jack  Daw,  or  La-Foole,  or  any  thing 
worle.  Go  you  to  your  ladies,  but  firfl  fend  for 
them. 

Dau.  I  will-,  and  you  mall  have  Otter  in  a 
trice,  and  the  barber  in  the  fnapping  of  his 
fingete  lifi/fl  uoY  ?  nrfoi  [Exeunt  federally. 


Another  apartment,     'fable,  chairs, 

^bhd  siij  r 

La-Foole^  Clerimont,  Daw. 

La-F.  Where  had  you  our  fwords,  mafter  Cle- 
rimont  r 

Cle.  Why,  Dauphine  took  'em  from  the  madman. 

La-F.  And  he  took  'em  from  our  boys,  I  warrant 
you. 

Cle.  Very  like,  Sir. 

La-F.  Thank  you,  good  mafter  Clerimont.  Sir 
John  Daw  and  I  are  both  beholden  to  you. 

Cle.  WoUjld  I  knew  how  to  make  you  fo,  Gen- 
tlemen ! 

Dai*. 
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Daw.  Sir  Amorous  and  I  are  your  fervants,  Sir. 

Cle.  Faith,  now  we  are  in  private,  let's  wanton  it 
a  little,  and  talk  waggifhly.  Sir  John,  I  am  tel- 
ling Sir  Amorous  here  that  you  two  govern  the 
ladies  where'er  you  come. 

Daw.  Not  I ;  Sir  Amorous  does. 

La-F.  I  proteft,  Sir  John  does. 

Ck.  Well,  agree  on't  together,  knights;  for 
between  you,  you  divide  the  ladies'  affections :  I 
fee  it.  You  could  tell  ftrange  (lories,  my  mafters, 
if  you  would,  I  know. 

Daw.  Faith,  we  have  feen  fomewhat,  Sir. 

La-F.  That  we  have Velvet  petticoats,  and 

clock'd  flockings,  or  fo. 

Daw.  Ay,  and 

Cle.  Nay,  out  with  it,  Sir  John. 

Daw.  Why — a— do  you   fpeak,  Sir  Amorous. 

La-F.  No,  do  you,  Sir  John  Daw. 

Daw.  I'faith,  you  fhall. 

La-F.  I'faith,  you  fliall. 

Daw.  Why,  we  have  been • 

La-F.  In  the  great  bed  at  Ware  together  in  our 
time.  On,  Sir  John. 

Cle.  Do  you  hear,  Sir  John  ?  You  mail  tell  me 
but  one  thing  truly,  as  you  love  me. 

Daw.  If  I  can,  I  will.  Sir. 

Cle.  You  lodged  in  the  fame  houfe  with  the  bride 
here  ? 

Daw.  Yes,  and  convers'd  with  her  hourly,  Sir. 

Cle.  And  what  humour  is  fhe  of?  Is  me  coming 
and  open,  free  ? 

Daw. 'Oh,  exceeding  open,  Sir.  I  was  her 
fervant,  and  Sir  Amorous  was  to  be. 

Cle.  Come,  you  have  both  had  favours  from  her : 
I  know,  and  have  heard  fo  much. 

Daw.  Oh,  no,  Sir. 

La-F.  You  mall  excufe  us,  Sir  -t  we  muft  not 
wound  reputatioa, 

K  ^  Cle. 
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Cls.  Tut,  flic  is  married  now-,  and  therefore 
fpeak  plainly  :  Which  of  you  led  firft  ?  Pla  ? 

La  F.   Sir  John,  •  indeed. 

Daw.  Oh,  it  pleaies  him  to  fay  fo,  Sir  j  but 
Sir  Amorous  knows  as  well. 

Cle.  Doit  thou,  i'faith.  Amorous  ? 

La  -F.  In  a  manner,  Sir.      * 

Cle.  VV  hy,  I  commend  yon,  lads.  Little  knows 
Don  BtiJegroom  of  this  •,  nor  mall  he,  for  me. 

Daw,  Hang  him,  mad  ox.    . 

Cle.  Speak  fofdy  •,  here  '  comes  his  nephew. 
Hc'ii  get  the  ladies  from  you,  Sirs,  if  you  look 
not  to  him  in  time. 

£,a  F.  Why,  if  he  do,  we'll  fetch  'em  home 
again,  I  warrant  you.  [Exeunt  Daw  and  La-Foole. 

Enter  Dauphine. 

Cle.  Whereas  Trucwit,  Dauphine  ?  We  want 
him  much  His  knights  are  wound  up  as  high 
and  iniolent  as  ever  they  were. 

Dan.  You  jell. 

CL\  No  drunkards,  either  with  wine  or  vanity, 
ever  confclVd  luch  ftories  of  themfelves.  I  would 
•not  give  a  fly's  leg  in  balance  againft  all  the  womens' 
reputations  here,  if  they  could  be  but  thought  to 
fpcak  truth  :  And  for  the  bride,  they  have  made 
tht:Ir  affidavit  againft  her  dirediy. 

Dau.  Indeed  ! 

Cle.  Yes ;  and  tell  times,  and  circumflances. 

Dau.  Not  both  of  'em  ? 

Cle.  Yes  faith ;  they  would  have  fet  it  down  under 
their  hand's. 

Dau.  Why,  they  will  be  our  fport,  I  fee,  ftill, 
whether  we  will  or  no.  v 

Enter  fruewit,  with  Otter  and  Cutlcrd  difguifed. 
Tru.  Oh,  are  you  here  ?  Come,  Dauphine ;  go 
call  your  uncle  prefently  :  I  have  fitted  my  divine 

and 
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and  my  canonift,  dyed  their  beards  and  all.  Come, 
matter  doctor,  and  mailer  parfon,  look  to  your 
parts  now,  and  difcharge  'em  bravtly  •,  you  are 
well  fet  forth,  perform  it  as  well.  If  you  chance 
to  be  out,  do  not  confefs  it  with  Handing  ftill,  or 
humming,  or  gaping  one  at  another ;  but  go  on, 
and  talk  aloud,  and  eagerly  ;  ufe  vehement  action, 
and  only  remember  your  terms,  and  you  are  fafe. 
Here  he  comes  :  Set  your  faces,  and  look  fuper- 
ciliouily,  while  I  prefent  you. 

Enter  Morofe  and  Dauphine. 

Mor.  Are  thcfe  the  two  learned  men  ? 

*Tru.  Yes,  Sir  •,  pleafe  you  falute  'em  ! 

Mor,  Salute  Jem  ?  I  had  rather  do  any  thing, 
than  wear  out  time  fo  urifruitfully,  Sir. 

2>#.  We'll  go  to  the  matter  then.  [Sit  at  the  table.] 
Gentlemen,  mailer  doctor,  and  mafter  parfon,  I 
liave  acquainted  you  fufficiently  with  the  bulinefs 
for  which  you  are  come  hither ;  and  you  are  not 
now  to  inform  yourfelves  in  the  ftate  of  the  queilion? 
I  know.  This  is  the  gentleman  who  expects  your 
refolution,  and  therefore,  when  you  pleafe,  begin. 

Ott.  Pleafe  you,  mafter  doctor. 

Cut.  Pleafe  you,  good  mafter  parfon. 

Ott.  I  would  hear  the  canon-law  fpeak  firft. 

Cut.  It  muft  give  place  to  pofitive  divinity,  Sir, 

Mor.  Nay,  good  gentlemen,  do  not  throw  me 
into  circumilances.  Let  your  comforts  arrive 
quickly  at  me, .  thofe  that  are.  Be  fwift  in  affording 
pic  my  peace,  if  fo  I  fliall  hope  any.  For  the 
cau'fe  of  noife,  am  I  now  a  fuitor  to  you.  You  do 
not  know  in  what  a  mifery  I  have  been  exercis'd 
ihis  day,  what  a  torrent  of  evil !  My  very  houfe 
turns  round  with  the  tumult !  I  dwell  in  a  wind- 
mill !  The  perpetual  motion  is  here. 

Tir«.  Well,  good  mafter  doctor,  will  you  break 
the  ice  ?  Mafter  parfon  will  wade  after. 

Cut. 
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Cut.  Sir,  tho'  unworthy,  and  the  weaker,  I  will 
preiume.  .  ^Vf  31B  ^. 

O//.  'Tis  no  prefumption,  domine  doctor. 

Mor.  Yet  again ! 

Cut.  Your  queflion  is,  for  how  many  caufes  a 
man  may  have  diver  tium  legitimum,  a  lawful  divorce. 
Firft,  you  muft  underiland  the  nature  of  the  word 
divorce,  a  divertendo. 

Mor.  No  excurfions  upon  words,  good  doctor; 
to  the  queftion  briefly. 

Cut.  I  anfwer  then,  the  canon-law  affords  divorce 
but  in  few  cafes ;  and  the  principal  is  in  the  com- 
mon cafe,  the  adulterous  cafe :  But  there  are 
duodecim  impedimenta,  twelve  impediments  (as  we 
call  'em)  all  which  do  not  dirimere  contracium,  but 
irritum  reddere  matrimonium,  as  we  fay  in  the  canon- 
law;  not  take  away  the  bond,  but  caufe  a  nullity 
therein. 

Mor.  I  underftood  you  before  :  Good  Sir,  avoid 
your  impertinency  of  tranflation. 

Ott.  He  cannot  open  this  too  much,  Sir,  by 
your  favour. 

Mor.  Yet  mort ! 

Tru.  Oh,  you  muft  give  the  learned  men  leave, 
Sir.  To  your  impediments,  mafter  doctor. 

Cut.  The  firft  is  impedimentum  erroris. 

Ott.  Of  which  there  are  feveral  fades. 

Cut.  Ay,  as  error  perfon<e. 

Ott.  If  thou  contract  yourfelf  to  one  perfon, 
thinking  her  another. 

Cut.  Then  error  fortune. 

Ott.  If  fhe  be  a  beggar,  and  you  thought  her 
rich. 

Cut.  Then  error  qualitatis. 

Ott.  If  me  prove  ftubborn  or  head-ftrong,  that 
you  thought  obedient. 

Mor.  How  ?  Is  that,  Sir,  a  lawful  impediment? 
One  at  once,  I  pray  you,  gentlemen. 

Ott. 
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Gtt.  Ay,  ante  copulam,  but  not  poft  copulam,  Sir. 

7r«.  Alas,  Sir,  what  a  hope  are  we  rall'n  from ! 

Cut.  The  next  is  conditio :  The  third  is  votum  : 
The  fourth  is  cognatio  ;  if  the  perfons  be  of  kin 
within  the  degrees. 

Ott.  Ay,  do  you  know  what  the  degrees  are,  Sir? 

Mor.  No,  nor  1  care  not,  Sir-,  they  offer  me  no 
comfort  in  the  queftion,  I  am  fure. 

Cut.  But  there  is  a  branch  of  this  impediment 
may,  which  is  cognatio  fpiritualis :  If  you  were  her 
god-father,  Sir,  then  the  marriage  is  inceftuous. 

Mor.  Oh,  me  !  To  end  the  controverfy,  I  never 
was  a  god-father,  I  never  was  a  god-father  in  my 
life,  Sir.  Pafs  to  the  next. 

Cut.  The  fifth  'is  crimen  adult erii  -,  the  known 
cafe.  The  fixth  cuMs  dtfparitas^  difference  of 
religion  :  Have  you  ever  examin'd  her,  what 
religion  me  is  of  ? 

Mor.  No,  I  would  rather  me  were  of  none,  than 
be  put  to  the  trouble  of  it. 

Cut.  The  feventh  is,  viz.  if  it  were  upon  com- 
pulfion  or  force. 

Mor.  Oh,  no,  it  was  too  voluntary,  mine,  tco 
voluntary. 

Cut.  The  eighth  is,  ordo ;  if  ever  (he  have  taken 
holy  orders. 

On.  That's  fuperftitious,  abfurd,  abfurd,  and 
merely  apoflatical. 

Cut.  You  mail  pardon  me,  matter  parfon  ;  I  can 
prove  that— 

Ott.  You  can  prove  a  will,  mailer  dodcr  ;  you 
Can  prove  nothing  elfe.  Does  not  your  own  canon 
fay,  H<ec  focianda  vet  ant  connulia,  fafta  retraclanl  ? 

Cut.  I  grant  you  ;  but  how  do  they  retraffare, 
mafttr  parfon  ? 

Mor.  Oh,  this    was   it   I  fear'd.    Peace,  good 

echoes!     Oh,  mine  ears,  min£  <jrirsi!v/c 

:!jfi-J3  tuov  Y^iq  I  tt>ono     <fru 
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7r«.  Nay,  good  Sir,  attend  the  learned  men. 
They  have  near  done.  Proceed  to  the  next,  Sirs  ! 

Cut.  The  ninth  is,  ligamen. 

Oft.  If  you  were  bound  to  any  other  before,  Sin 

Mor.  No,  no,  I  thruft  myfelf  toofbon  into  thefe 
fetters. 

Cut.  The  tenth  is,  publica  honeftas. 

Oft.  Ay,  and  is  but  leve  impedimentum. 

Cut.  The  eleventh  is,  affinitas  ex  fornicatione. 

Ott.  Which  is  no  lefs  vera  cffimtas,  than  the 
other,  in  after  doctor. 

Cut.  True,  qiite  oritur  ex  legitlmo  tnatrimonio. 

Ott.  You  fay  right,  venerable  doclor :  And, 
nafcitur  ex  eo 

Cut-.  I  conceive  you,  mafler  parfon :  Ita  xque  eft 
verus  pater 

Ott.  Et  vere  films  qqijic  generator. 

Mor.  What's  all  this  to  me  ? 

Cut.  The  twelfth  and  lad  is,  ft  forte 

Enter  Epicene,    Haughty,    Centaure,  Mavis,  Mrs* 
Otter,  Daw,  La-Foole. 

Epi.  I  will  not  endure  it  any  longer.  Ladies,  I 
beleech  you  help  me.  This  is  fuch  a  wrong  as 
never  was  offer' d  to  poor  bride  before :  Upon  her 
marriage-day  to  have  her  hufband  confpire  againft 
her,  and  a  couple  of  mercenary  companions  to  be 
brought  in  for  form's  fake,  to  perfuade  a  fepara- 
tion !  If  you  had  blood  or  virtue  in  you,  gentle- 
men, you  would  not  fuffcr  fuch  earwigs  about  a  huf- 
band, or  fcorpions  to  creep  between  man  and  wife. 

Mcr.  Oh,  the  variety  and  the  changes  of  my 
torment ! 

Hau.  Let  'em  be  cudgell'd  out  of  doors  by  our 
grooms. 

Cen.  I'll  lend  you  my  footman. 

A:av.  We'll  have  our  men  blanket  them  i'  the 
hali. 

Daw. 
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Daw.  Content,  i'faith. 

5V«.  Stay,  ladies  and  gentlemen;  you'll  hear 
before  you  proceed  ? 

Mail.  I'll  have  the  bridegroom  blanketed  too. 

Cen.  Begin  with  him  firft. 

Han.  Yes,  by  my  troth. 

Mor.  Oh,  mankind  generation  ! 

Dau.  Ladies,  for  my  fake  forbear. 

Hau.  Yes,  for  Sir  Dauphine's  fake. 

Cen.  He  mail  command  us. 

Dau.  Come,  I  fee  now  plain  confederacy  to 
abule  a  gentleman.  You  ftudy  his  affliction.  Sir, 
will  it  pleafe  you  hear  me  ? 

Mor.  Oh,  do  not  talk  to  me  -,  take  not  from  me 
the  pleafure  of  dying  in  filence,  nephew. 

Dau.  Sir,  I  mult  fpeak  to  you.  If  I  free  you 
of  this  unhappy  match  abfolutely,  and  inftantly, 
after  all  this  trouble,  and  almoft  in  your  defpair, 
now 

Mor.  (It  cannot  be.) 

Dau.  Sir,  that  you  be  never  troubled  with  a 
murmur  of  it  more,  fhall  I  have  your  favour  perfect 
to  me,  and  love  hereafter  ? 

Mor.  That  and  any  thing  befide.  Make  thine 
own  conditicn:. 

Epi.  Will  Sir  Dauphine  be  mine  enemy  too  ? 

Dau.  You  know  I  have  been  long  a  fuitor  to 
you,  uncle,  that  out  of  your  eflate,  which  is 
fifteen  hundred  a  year,  you  would  allow  me  but 
five  hundred  during  life,  and  allure  the  reft  upon 
me  after  •,  to  which  I  have  often,  by  myfelf  and 
my  friends,  tender'd  you  a  writing  to  fign,  which 
you  would  never  confent  or  incline  to.  If  you 
pleafe  but  to  effect  it  now 

Mor.  Thou  malt  have  it,  nephew  :  I  will  do  it, 
and  more. 

Dau.  If  I  quit  you  not  prefently,  and  for  ever  of 

this  trouble,  you  mall  have  power  inltantly,  aibre 

L  all 
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all  thefe,  to  revoke  your  act,  and  I  will  become 
whofe  (lave  you  will  give  me  to,  for  ever. 

jVfor.  Where  is  the  writing  ?  I  will  feal  to  it, 
that,  or  to  a  blank,  and  write  thine  own  conditions. 

Epi.  Oh,  me  !  moft  unfortunate  wretched  gen- 
tlewoman. 

Hau.  Will  Sir  Dauphine  do  this  ? 

Epi.  Good  Sir,  have  fome  companion  on  me. 

Mor.  Oh,  my  nephew  knows  you  belike ;  away, 
crododile ! 

Cen.  He  does  it  not  fure  without  good  ground. 

Dr.u.  Here,   Sir. 

Mor.  .Come,  nephew,  give  me  the  pen-,  I  will 
fubfcribe  to  any  thing,  and  feal  to  what  thou  wilt, 
for  my  deliverance.  Thou  art  my  reftorer.  Here 
I  deliver  it  thee  as  my  deed.  If  there  be  a  word  in 
it  lacking,  or  writ  with  falfe  orthography,  I  proteft 
before — I  will  not  take  the  advantage, 

Dau.  Then  here  is  your  releafe,  Sir-,  [Epicene 
throws  off  female  apparel,  and  appears  in  boys  deaths.] 
you  have  married  a  boy. 

Mor.  A  boy ! 

Dan.  Yes,  miflrefs  Epiccene,  a  gentleman's  fon, 
that  I  have  brought  up  this  half  year,  at  my  great 
charges,  and  for  this  compolition,  which  I  have 
now  made  with  y  ou.  What  fay  you,  matter  doctor  ? 
This  isjuftum  h.-pedimentum,  I  hope^  error  perfona. 

Oft.  Yes,  Sir,  In  prime  gradu. 

Cut.  In  priwo  gradu. 

Dau.  I  thank  you,  good  doctor  Cutberd,  and 
parfon  Otter.  \They  throw  cff  their  difguife.~] 
You  are  beholden  to  'em,  Sir,  that  have  taken  this 
pains  for  you  ;  and  my  friend,  mailer  Truewit,  who 
enabled  'em  for  the  bufinefs.  Now  you  may  reft, 
be  as  private  as  you  will,  Sir.  Cutberd,  I'll  make 
your  leafe  good.  Thank  me  not,  but  with  your 
leg,  Cutberd.  And  Tom  Otter,  your  princels  Ihall 

be 
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be  reconcil'd  to  you.  How  now,  gentlemen  !  do 
you  look  at  me  ? 

Tru.  Well,  Dauphine,  you  have  lurch'd  .your 
friends  of  the  better  half  of  the  garland,  by  con- 
cealing this  part  of  the  plot :  But  much  good  do 
it  thee,  thou  deferv'ft  it,  lad  :  And  Clerimont,  for 
thy  unexpected  bringing  thefe  two  to  confeffion, 
wear  my  part  of  it  freely. 

Epi.  Now,  Sir  Daw,  and  Sir  La-Foole,  you  fee 
the  gentlewoman  that  has  done  you  the  favours  ! 

Tru.  We  are  all  thankful  to  you,  and  fo 
mould  the  woman-kind  here  -,  but  that  we 
have  ftuck  it  upon  you  to-day,  in  your  own 
imagin'd  perfons,  and  fo  lately,  this  Amazon,  the 
champion  of  the  fex,  mould  beat  you  now  thriftily, 
for  the  common  flanders  which  ladies  receive  from 
fuch  cuckows  as  you  are.  You  are  they,  that  when 
no  merit  of  fortune  can  make  you  hope  to  poflcfs 
their  perfons,  make  their  fame  furrer.  Away,  you 
common  moths  of  thefe,  and  all  ladies'  honours' 
Go,  travel  to  make  legs  and  faces,  and  come  home 
with  fome  new  matter  to  be  laugh'd  at.  Madams, 
you  are  mute,  upon  this  new  metamorphofis  !  But 
here  (lands  me  that  has  vindicated  your  fames. 
Take  heed  of  fuch  infects  hereafter.  And  let  it  not 
trouble  you,  if  you  have  diicover'd  any  myfteries 
to  this  young  gentleman  :  We'll  all  undertake  for 
his  fecrecy,  that  can  fpeak  fo  well  of  his  filence. 

Mor.  Spectators,  if  you  like  this  Comedy,  rife 
chearfully,  and  clap  your  hands.  Thofe  founds 
will  pleafe  me  j  nay,  cure  me  of  my  averfion  to 
Hoife. 
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FAIRY     PRINCE 


PART 


I. 


A  wild  country ;  the  'whole  Scene  dark,  'till 
at  one  corner,  the  Moon  rifing,  a  Satyr 
is  fecn  (by  her  light J  to  come  forth  and 
ill. 


cal 


RE  C  IT  AT  I  VE. 

FIRST    SATYR. 

CHROMIS,  MNASIL  !  none  appear  ? 
See  you  not  who  rifeth  here  ? 
You  were  carouiing  late,  I  fear : 
I'll  prove  if  this  can  reach  your  ear. 

[He  winds  bis  Cornet,  and  thinks  hlmfelf 

anhverd,  but  is  deeded  by  the  Echo.] 

B  AIR. 
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A  I  R. 

O,  you  ivake,  then  :  come  away  ; 
'Times  be  JJoort,  are  made  for  play  / 
'The  humrous  Moon  too  will  not  ftay* 

RECITATIVE. 

What  doth  make  you  thus  delay  ? 
Hath  the  tankard  touch'd  your  brain  ? 
Sure,  they're  fall'n  afleep  again  ! 
Or  I  doubt  it  was  the  vain 
Echo,  did  me  entertain. 
Prove  again.  [Winds  a  fecond  time} 

I  thought  'twas  me. 

A  I  R. 

Idle  Nymph,  I  pray  thee  be 
Modeft,  and  not  follow  me  -, 
I  not  love  myfelf,  nor  thee. 

[Winds  the  third  time,  and  is  anfwerd 
by  another  Satyr.] 

RECITATIVE. 

Ay,  this  found  I  better  know  : 
Wou'd  their  faces  they  might  mew! 

[At  this,    other  Satyrs  come  forth  federally, 
and  among  ft  them  a  Silenus. 

SECOND 
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SECOND     SATYR. 
Thank  us,  and  we  (hall  do  fo. 

THIRD     SATYR. 
Ay,  our  number  foon  will  grow. 

SECOND     SATYR. 
See  Silenus. ! 

THIRD     SATYR. 
Cercops  too  ! 

FOURTH      SATYR. 
Yes  ;  what  is  there  now  to  do  ? 

FIFTH      SATYR. 
Are  there  any  Nymphs  to  woo  ? 

FOURTH      SATYR. 
If  there  be,  let  me  have  two. 
SILENUS. 

Charter  language  !  Thefe  are  nights 
Solemn  to  the  fhining  rites 

B  2  Of 
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Of  the  Fairy  Prince,  and  Knights ; 
While  the  Moon  their  orgies  lights. 

SECOND      SATYR. 

Will  they  come  abroad,  anon  ? 
THIRD      SATYR. 
Shall  we  fee  Young  OBERON  ? 

FOURTH     SATYR. 

Is  he  fuch  a  princely  one 

As  you  fpake  him  long  agone  ? 

AIR     AND     CHORUS. 

S  I  L  E  N  U  S. 

Satyrs,  he  doth  Jill  'with  grace 
Every  feafon,  every  place  ; 
Beauty  d-ivelh  but  in  bis  face  : 
He's  the  height  of  all  our  race  ! 
Our  Pan'j  father,  God  of  tongue, 
Bacchus,  though  he  Jlill  be  young, 
Phoebus,  when  he  crowned  fung, 
.' -:-r  Mars,  ivbenjirft  his  armour  rung, 

Might 
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Might  with  him  be  nam  d  that  day  ; 
Lovelier  than  the  Spring  in  May* 

CHORUS. 
0  /  that  he  would  come  away  ! 

RECITATIVE. 
THIRD     SATYR. 

Farewel,  Bacchus  !  we  will  ferve 
Young  OBERON. 

S  I  L  E  N  U  S. 

And  he'll  deferve 
AH  you  can,  and  more,  my  Boys. 

FOURTH   SATYR. 

Will  he  give  us  pretty  toys, 
To  beguile  the  girls  withal  ? 

THIRD   SATYR. 
And  to  make  'em  quickly  fall ! 
S  I  L  E  N  U  S. 

Peace,  my  Wantons  !  he  will  do 
More  than  you  can  aim  unto. 

FIRST 
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FIRST    SATYR. 
Will  he  gild  our  cloven  feet  ? 

THIRD     SATYR. 
Strew  our  heads  with  powders  fweet  ? 

FIRST    SATYR. 

Bind  our  crooked  legs  in  hoops, 
Made  of  {hells,  with  filver  loops  ? 

S°E  C  O  N  D     SATYR. 

Tie  about  our  tawny  wriifo 
Bracelets  of  the  Fairy  twifts  ? 

FOURTH    SATYR. 

And,  to  fpite  the  coy  Nymphs  fcorns, 
Hang  upon  our  ftubbed  horns 
Garlands,  ribbands,  and  fine  pofies ; 

THIRD    SATYR. 

Frefli  as  when  the  Flower  difclofes  ? 


A  I  R 
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AIR     AND     CHORUS. 
SECOND    SATYR. 

And  to  anfiver  all  things  elfe, 
Trap  our  flaggy  thighs  with  bells  ; 

FOURTH    SATYR. 

*fhat  as  10  e  do  fir  ike  a  time, 

In  our  dance,  jhall  make  a  chimt, 

THIRD    SATYR. 

Louder  than  the  rattling  pipes 
Of  the  Wood-Gods ; 

FIRST    SATYR. 

Or  thejlripes 

Of  the  timbrel;  when  we  carry 
Bacchus  up,  his  pomp  to  vary. 

CHORUS. 

O,  that  he  fo  long  doth  tarry  J 


RECI- 
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RECITATIVE. 

S  I  L  E  N  U  S. 

Peace  !  the  Rock  will  quickly  ope  : 
Soon  you  fliall  enjoy  your  hope. 

[Rock  opens,  and  dif covers  the  Weft  Front 
of  St.  George's  Chapel,  at  Windfor, 
with  brilliant  decorations ;  before  the  Gates 
two  Sylvans,  armed  ivitb  their  Clubs,  and 
dreft  in  leaves,  ajleep.  At  this  the  Satyrs 
wondering,  Silenus  proceeds. 

Mark,  my  Satyrs,  what  a  mow  ! 
Look  !  does  not  this  Temple  glow 
Like  another  fky  of  lights  ? 
Yonder  fit  the  crefted  Knights, 
Once  the  noblert  of  the  earth, 
Quicken'd  5y  a  fecond  birth ; 
Who,  for  Prowefs,  and  for  Truth, 
There  are  crown'd  with  lafting  youth  ; 
And  now  hold,  by  Fate's  command, 
Seats  of  Blifs  in  Fairy  Land. 
But  their  Guards  !  flrange  watch  they  keep! 
Rouze  'cm.  Satyrs,  from  their  fleep  ! 


THIRD 
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THIRD    SATYR. 

Holla,  Sylvans !  Sure  they're  caves 
Which  Sleep  inhabits 

FIRST    SATYR. 

Elfe  they're  graves. 
SECOND    SATYR. 
Shall  we  cramp  'em  ? 

S  I  L  E  N  U  S. 
Satyrs,  no. 

THIRD     SATYR. 
Would  we  had  Boreas  here,  to  blow ! 
FOURTH     SATYR. 

Shall  we  fteal  away  their  beards 

THIRD    SATYR. 
For  Pan's  Goat,  that  leads  the  Herds  ? 

FIRST    SATYR. 

Let's  try,  whether  is  more  dead, 
One  Syl van's  Club— or  t'oiher's  head, 

SECOND    SATYR. 

Let  us  to  fome  river  take  them ; 
Plump — and  fee  if  that  will  wake  them. 

C  FIRST 
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FIRST     SATYR. 
Let  them  down  the  Hill  be  roll'd  ! 

S  I  L  E  N  U  S. 
Wags,  no  more  !  you  grow  too  bold. 

SECOND    SATYR. 
There's  no  motion  yet  appears. 

S  I  L  E  N  U  S. 
Strike  a  charm  into  their  ears, 

CATCH,    BY    THE    SATYRS. 

Buz,  quoth  the  blue  file, 

Hum,  quoth  the  bee  : 
Buz  and  hum  they  cry, 

Andfo  do  we. 
In  his  ear,  in  his  nofe, 

Thus  Jo  you  fee? 
He  eat  the  Dormoufe, 

EJfe  it  'was  he  ! 


two  Sylvans  Jlart  up  amazed, 
and  betake  themfehes  to  their 


RECI- 
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RECITATIVE, 

S  I  L  E  N  U  S. 

How  now,  Sylvans  !  can  you  wake  ? 
J  commend  the  care  you  take. 

FOURTH    SATYR, 

Who  is  yonder  up  aloof  ? 

FIRST    SATYR. 
Be  your  eyes  as  yet  moon-proof  ? 

SYLVAN. 

Satyrs,  leave  your  petulance, 
And  go  fnfk  about,  and  dance  ; 
Or  elfe  rail  upon  the  Moon ; 
Your  expectance  is  too  foon. 
For  before  the  fecond  cock, 
Know,  the  gates  will  not  unlock. 

FIRST    SATYR. 

Say  you  fo  ?  Then  let  us  fall 
To  a  Song,  or  to  a  brawl  ! 
Shall  we,  Grandfire  ?  Let  us  fport, 
And  make  expectation  fhort. 

C  2  SI 
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s  i  L  E  N  u  s. 

Do,  my  Wantons,  what  you  pleafe  -, 
I'll  lie  down,  and  take  mine  eafe. 

[Exit. 

FIRST    SATYR. 

Brothers,  fmg  then,  and  upbraid 

(As  we  ufe)  yond'  feeming  maid. 

But  hold!  The  Woodland  Nymphs,  my  Boys, 
Appear,  and  promife  greater  joys  ! 

Enter     WOOD-NYMPHS. 
FIRST  NYMPH. 

Sylvans,  Fauns,  vand  Satyrs  rude, 
Pan's  Train,  and  all  that  multitude, 
Now  dance  in  wilder  rounds  about, 
And  cleave  the  air  with  many  a  fhout! 

AIR. 

See,  fee,  O  fee,  who  here  is  come  a-maying ; 
Tike  mdjler  of  the  Ocean 
With  his  darling  Qrian : 
Why  left  we  our  playing  ? 

to 
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7(5  gaze,  to  gaze, 
On  them  that  all  amaze, 
Whofe  like  were  never  feen. 
Up,  Nightingale,  and  Jing 


Raife,  Lark,  thy  note  and  wing  ; 
All  birds  their  Mufick  bring  -, 
Sweet  Robin,  Linnet,  Thrujh, 
Record  from  every  bujh 
The  welcome  of  the  King, 
The  King  and  Queen! 

RECITATIVE. 

SECOND    NYMPH. 

Now,  now,  prepare  to  fet ; 
And  when  your  hands  are  met, 
Begin  with  nimble  feet 
The  happy  ground  to  beat. 

[A  Dance  till  'they   are 
interrupted  by  Silenus. 

S  I  L  E  N  U  S. 

Stay  !  the  chearful  Chanticleer 
Tells  you  that  the  time  is  near  ; 
See,  the  Gates  already  fpread  ! 
Nymphs  and  Satyrs,  bow  the  head  ! 

Sec 
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See  St.  George's  Fane  !  where  now 
Lives  Knighthood  with  a  crowned  brow, 

Scene  opens,  and  dif covers  a  Vifion  of  the  in- 
Jide  of  St.  George's  Chapel,  at  Windfor, 
'with  the  original  Knights  in   their  fever  a  I 
Stalls. 


CHORUS. 

Hail,  fair  Knighthood  ;  let  our  Lays 
Vindicate  thy  antient  Praife  ! 

Thou  too,  Windfor,  Jhalt  befung  ; 
Manfion  of  Princes,  haunt  of  Gods, 
Whojhall  quit  their  bright  abodes 
'To  view  thy  walls  with  trophies  hung ; 
Walls  by  Arthur  firjl  renowtid, 
Seat  of  Chivalry  and  Fame  ! 
By  Edward  with  new  Honours  crownd', 
His  BIRTH,  his  GARTER*    and  bh 
NAME. 

RECITATIVE. 
SECOND     NYMPH. 

Let  our  fhews  be  new  as  ftrange, 
Ever  haftening  to  their  change ; 

Let 


PART         II. 


Lower  Court  of  Windfor  Caftle, 
with  a  View  of  the  Round  Tower,  the 
outfide  of  St.  George's  Chapel,  &c. 


A    TROOP    OF    FAIRIES. 

RECITATIVE,    ACCOMPANIED. 
FIRST    FAIRY. 


WELL  were  the  folemn  rites  begun  ; 
And  tho'  but  lighted  by  the  Moon, 
They  fhew'd  as  rich  as  if  the  Sun 
Had  made  the  Night  his  Noon. 

D  Wonder 
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Wonder  none  they  were  fo  bright  ! 
The  Moon  then  borrov/d  from  a  greater  light. 
Then,  Princely  OBERON, 

Go  on  ! 
Such  is  not  every  Night. 


A  I  R. 

I'bo  the  Moon  be  gone  to  bed, 
Fairies  muft  not  hide  the  head  $ 
But  Jing,  dance,  and  revel  on, 
In  honour  of  Young  OBERON. 


RECITATIVE. 

SECOND    FAIRY. 

And  fweet  OSNAPHIL  his  Brother, 
Arthur  hails  him  fuch  another  ; 
TLdward  too  enjoins  the  rites, 
To  rank  him  with  the  lifted  Knights 
Worthy  each  alike  to  fpring 
From  the  Fairy  Queen  and  King. 


FIRST 
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FIRST     FAIRY. 

Now  then,  blythe  Elves,  in  tunes  exprefs 
The  Sovereign  and  his  Emperefs, 
While  all  confefs  the  proper  Heir 
Aflign'd  to  Arthur 's  Crowns  and  Chair. 


DUET. 

Seek  you  Majejly  to  Jlrike  ? 
Bid  the  World  produce  their  like. 
Seek  you  Glory  to  amaze  ? 
Here  let  Nations  Jland  at  gaze  ! 
Seek  you  Wifdom  to  infpire  ? 
Touch  then  at  no  other  Fire  ! 
Seek  you  Piety  to  lead? 
In  their  footfteps  only  tread. 

Every  grace  of  Queen  and  King, 
And  of  all,  m  them,  ive  fmg* 

RECITATIVE. 

FIRST    FAIRY. 

Now,  Faies  and  Elves,  your  tafks  about  -, 
The  Caftle  fearch  within  and  out : 


D  2  SECOND 
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SECOND    FAIRY. 

Strew  good  luck  on  every  room, 
Fix'd  till  the  perpetual  doom  -, 

FIRST    FAIRY. 

The  Several  chairs  of  Order  fcour, 
With  juice  of  ev'ry  precious  flower ; 

SECOND    FAIRY. 

Each  fair  inftalment-coat,  and  creft, 
With  loyal  blazon  ftill  be  bleft  -} 

A  I  R. 

And  ever,  ever,  in  a  ring, 
Like  to  the  Garters  circle,  Jing. 

RECITATIVE. 

"  In  em'rald  tufts  the  motto  write, 

"  Of  flow'rs  purple,  blue,  and  white ; 

"  Like  faphire,  pearl,  embroidery, 

"  Buckled  below  fair  Knighthood's  knee."* 

*  The  lines  within  inverted  commas  are  omitted  in 
the  reprefentation. 

2  Away 
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Away,  difperfe  ;  the  white  plum'd  Train 
Begin  their  march  along  the  plain, 
In  folemn  Pomp  from  yonder  Hall ; 
Vanifti,  and  attend  my  call!  [Exeunt Fairies. 


Manent  the  Two  principal  FAIRIES. 

AIR. 
SECOND    FAIRY, 

Melt  earth  to  fea,  feajtow  to  air. 

And  air  fly  intvjire, 
While  we  in  fongs  to  Arthur's  chair 

Bear  OBERON'S  defirel 

[Exeunf* 


THE 
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THE 

PROCESSION 

T   O 

ST.     GEORGE'S     CHAPEL, 

OF       THE 

SOVEREIGN, 

KNIGHTS       COMPANIONS, 

KNIGHTS       ELECT, 

&C.   &C.   &C. 

Which  clofes  the  Second  Part. 

PART 


PART 


III. 


Windfor  Park,  with  a  View  of  fbe  Caflle, 


RECITATIVE, 


Enter     FAIRIES. 


FIRST    FAIRY, 


N 


OR  yet,  my  Faies,  in  this  day  bleft, 
Muft  you  think  or  hope  to  reft. 


SECOND    FAIRY. 

Let  the  coarfe  and  Country  Fairy, 
That  doth  haunt  the  hearth  or  dairy  ; 
Let  Ghofts,  wand'ring  here  and  there, 
Shun  Aurora's  harbinger  j 

FIRST 
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FIRST     FAIRY. 

And  banim'd  from  the  chearful  light, 
Hold  company  with  black-brow'd  Night ! 

SECOND     FAIRY. 

We're  Spirits  of  another  fort, 

And  with  the  jolly,  jolly  day  make  fport, 

DUET. 

Nay,  nay, 
You  muft  not  flay* 
Nor  be  weary  yet : 
tfhis  is  no  time  to  caji  away  ; 
Or  for  Fairies  to  forget 
*fheir  nimble,  nimble,  feet. 
Knotty  joints,  and  limbs  of  clay 
Seek  for  eafe,  or  love  delay. 
Merrily,  merrily,  we  foouldfare, 
Whofe  beings  afoadow,  whofe  bodies  are 

air. 

A  DANCE  OF   FAIRIES, 

[After 
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After  the  Fairies  are  vaniftid,  the  Scene 
changes  to  the  injide  of  St.  George's  Hall, 
'with  the  Throne,  Tables,  &c.  as  at  the 
Inftallation.  The  Knights -Companions 
enter  in  Procejjion,  and  range  themfehes 
on  the  outfide  of  their  Table-,  they  uncover 
and  bow  as  the  Sovereignpaffes.  Ceremony 
of  the  Dinner,  &c.  with  proper  Muftck. 
The  whole  to  conclude  with  this 

GRAND     CHORUS. 

Renown,  ajjume  thy  Trumpet, 
From  Pole  to  Pole  refounding 
Great  GEORGE's  name  ! 
Great  GEORGE's  name 
Shall  be  the  Theme  of  Fame. 
Record  the  GARTERs  Glory! 
A  badge  for  Heroes,  and  for  Kings  to  bear  •, 

For  Kings  to  bear  ! 
And fw  ell  th*  immortal Jl or y 
With  Songs  of  Gods,  and  Jit  for  Gods  to  hear, 
For  Gods  to  hear  ! 


FINIS, 


THE 


PORTRAIT; 
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THE   Proprietors  of  this   Pamphlet  have 
entered  it  in  the  Hall-Book   of  the  Com- 
pany of  Stationers  ;  and  whoever  pirates  it,  or 
any  Part  of  it,  will  be  profecuted  with  the  utmoft 
Severity  of  the  Law. 


Bur  left  a  is  founded  on  a  French 
Piece,  called  Le  Tableau  Parlant,  which 
has  been  performed  at  the  Italian  Comedy,  at 
Paris,  with  the  greateji  Applaufe.  It  is  hopedt 
therefore,  that  The  Portrait  may  afford  an 
Hours  Entertainment  on  the  Englijh  Stage. 

It  having  been  jujily  remarked,  that  the 
Part  of  Pierrot  was  fuperfuous,  the  whole 
Scene  is  omitted ;  by  which  Means  the  Eurletta 
is  now  reduced  to  two  Parts,  which  has*been 
found  by  Experience  to  be  the  Dtftribution  of 
After-pieces  mojl  agreeable  to  the  Public. 

The  Writer  cannot  difmifs  this  new  Edition, 
without  returning  Thanks  to  the  Town  for  the 
kind  Reception  given  to  this  Eurletta  ;  though 
at  the  fame  Time  he  cannot  but  be  confcious, 
that  its  Succefs  has  been  chiefly  owing  to  Mr. 
ArnoldV  admirable  Compojition  of  the  Mujic. 


CHARACTERS. 

Pantaloon,  Mr.  Shuter. 

J^eander,  Mr.  Reinhold. 

Ifabella,  Mifs  Catley. 

Colombia e,  Mrs.  Thompfbn. 


THE 

PORTRAIT, 

PART    THE    FIRST. 


An  apartment  in  PANTALOON'S  houfe. 

The  piffure  in  front,  asjuftfent  home  from  the 
painter  s. 

ISABELLA     alone. 

A  I  R. 

I'M  pretty — or  my  looking-glafs 
And  flatt'ring  men  betray- — 
Genteel  and  young — and  yet,  alas ! 
Diftrefs'd  ! — ah  well-a-day  ' 
My  guardian  purfues  me, 
Eternally  wooes  me  : 
Such  courtfliip  may  teize  me. 
But  never  can  pleafe  me; 

B  Let 
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Let  him  fay  what  he  will,  let  him  do  all  he 

can, 

How  fhou'd  a  young  maiden  endure  an  old 
man  ? 

I'm  tender — as  Leander  knew  : 

Leander,  deareft  fwain  ! 
Loving  and  true — ah  when  will  you, 
Sweet  youth,  return  again  ? 

How  foft  were  thy  graces  ! 

How  clofe  thy  embraces  ! 

How  melting  thy  kifTes  ! 

Oh  raviming  bliffes  ! 
Let  her  fay,  let  her  do  all  me  can, 
How  mou'd  a  young  maiden  refifl  a  young 

man  ? 

RECITATIVE. 

With  heroines  in  romances 

It  was  the  conftant  trade, 

To  tell  their  {lories  to  fome  confidante  j 

But  when  a  fmart  gallant 

Makes  amorous  advances, 

A  modern  lady  trufts  her  chambermaid. 

And 
7 
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And  here  comes  mine  : 

Trufty,  tho'  flippant,  Colombine. 

Enter    COLOMBINE. 

Oh  Colombine  !  thy  kind  advice, 
What  fhalj  I  do  ?  refolve  me  in  a  trice. 

COLOMBINE. 

Be  rul'd  by  me,  I'll  end  your  forrows  foon, 

ISABELLA. 

What  (hall  I  do  ? 

£OLOMBINE. 

po  ?   marry  Pantaloon. 

ISABELLA. 
Marry  my  guardian  ?  pr'ythee  hold  ! 

COLOMBINE. 
He's  prudent  — 

ISABELLA. 

Jie's  extremely  old. 

B  2  COLOM- 
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C  O  L  O  M  B  I  N  E. 
He's  loving,  and  he  rolls  in  gold. 
A  rare  rich  hufband  ! 

ISABELLA. 

He's  extremely  old, 

COLOMBINE. 

Stricken  in  years  no  doubt— what  then  ? 
He's  conftant— « 

ISABELLA. 

He's  threefcore  and  ten. 

COLOMBINE. 

Threefcore  and  ten  !  a  charming  found, 
When  join'd  to  threefcore  thoufand  pound; 

A  I  R. 

Ah,  madam,  reflect 

To  what  you  objed:, 
The  older  a  hufband  the  be  -tcr  i 

To  his  age,  which  a  wife 

Thinks  the  curfe  of  her  life, 
A  widow  will  own  fhe's  a  debtor. 


A  ruftjr 


Me    PORTRAIT.  £ 

A  nifty  old  blade, 

Worn  out  in  the  trade. 
In  love  may  perhaps  difappoint  her ; 

But  his  gout,  or  his  cough, 

Soon  carries  him  off, 
And  makes  her  amends  in  a  jointure. 

RECITATIVE. 

ISABELLA. 

Patience,  dear  Colombine  !  I  wou'd  as  foon 
Marry  my  grave,  as  wed  with  Pantaloon. 
]Leander  is  my  love — a  charming  youth — 
And  nought  mall  make  my  conftancy  and 
truth. 

COLOMBINE. 

When  a  girl  doats,  who  dares  to  contradict 

her? 
But  Pantaboii - 

ISABELLA. 

Behold  him !  There's  his  picture. 
A  I  R, 


PORTRAIT, 


AIR. 

Is  that  a  form  or  feature 
To  warm  a  virgin's  brcafl  I 

Can  fuch  an  ugly  creature 
Expert  to  be  careil  ? 

RECITATIVE. 

COLO  M  BINE. 

Peace,  madam  !  here  he  comes  ;  —  at  leaft 

deceive  him  ; 
Tickle  his  vanity  ;  —  and  after  grieve  him. 

Enter  PANTALOON. 

PANTALOON. 
Good-morrow,  fweeteft  Ifabel  ! 
How  does  my  charmer  ? 

ISABELLA. 

Pretty  well. 

PANTALOON. 

When  married,  you'll  be  better  flill  ; 
When  (hall  thy  Guardy  wed  thee  ? 

I  S  A- 
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ISABELLA. 

When  he  will. — . 
How  much  his  picture  he  refembles!  [Afide. 

.C  O  L  O  M  B  I  N  E. 
How  me  details  him!  yet  difTembles.  \AJide. 

PANTALOON. 

Sweet  Ifabel,  you've  fet  my  heart  on  fire; 
I'm  all  a  conflagration  of  defire. 
Firft  I'll  prefent  thee  with  thy  wedding-ring, 
And  give  thee,  afterwards — a  better  thing. 

A  I  R. 

How  will  I  play  the  lover's  part, 
When  pretty  Bell  beftows  her  heart, 
Her  heart  and  hand  on  Pantaloon  I 
Every  day,  every  night, 
Shall  abound  with  delight, 
And  every  month  be  honey-moon. 

RECITATIVE. 

Let  not  my  Ifabella  frown, 

If  bu finds  calls  me  out  of  town  ; 

For 
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For  a  few  days  I  mud  depart, 
Soon  to  return- 

ISABELLA. 

You  break  my  heart  1 
COLOMBINE. 

Ah,  fir,  how  canxyou  thus  afRidt  her, 
And  leave  her  nothing  but  your  picture  ?' 

PANTALOON. 

Ah,  Colombine,  it  gives  me  pain; 
But  I  (hall  foon  return  again. 
Weep  not,  my  love !  I'm  griev'd  to  go  j 
But  bufmefs  muft  be  done,  you  know. 


TRIO. 

PANTALOON. 

Oh   how  painful  'tis  to  part  I 

ISABELLA. 

Ah,  Pantaloon  !  'twill  break  my  heart. 

COLO  M- 
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C  O  L  O  M  B  I  N  E. 

Take  comfort,  charming  Bell ! 
How  (hocking  'tis  to  leave  her ! 
How  cruel  'tis  to  grieve  her  ! 

A  difmal  tale  to  tell. 

PANTALOON. 

My  lovey, 

My  dovey, 
My  little  pigfnye, 
I  pr'ythee  don't  cry  ! 

ISABELLA. 
How  painful  to  part ! 

PANTALOON* 

But  foon,  very  foon 
You  fhall  fee  Pantaloon, 

ISABELLA. 

'Twill,  fure,  break  my  heart. 

C  COLO  M- 
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COLOMBINE. 

How  {hocking  to  leave  her, 
How  cruel  to  grieve  her, 
Away  you  falfe  loon ! 


PART 


lv*v*v*vr 


PART    THE   SECOND. 


SCENE    continues. 


LEANDER,    ISABELLA  and  COLOMBINE, 


D 


RECITATIVE. 

LEANDER. 

O  I  behold  my  Ifabel  once  more  ? 
Happy  the  moment  I  regain'd  the  more! 

ISABELLA. 


Bleft  be  the  waves,  and  bleft  the  profp'rous 
gales, 

That  bore  your  fhip,  and  fill'd  the  fwelling 
fails  I 


C2 


LEAN- 
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L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

A  I  R. 

Tho'  doom'd  to  tempt  the  fickle  fea, 

Still  conftant  was  my  foul : 
Still,  flill  it  pointed  true  to  thee, 

As  r^.edle  to  the  pole, 

C  O  L  O  M  B  I  N  E. 
In  troth,  good  fir,  'twas  well  you  came  fo 

foon, 
Or  Ifabel  had  married  Pantaloon. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

My  uncle  !  Heaven  forbid  the  black  defign! 
Who  cou'd  advife  her  to  it  ? 

ISABELLA. 

Colombine. 

C  O  L  O  M  B  I  N  E. 

True  :  but  Leander  was  not  on  the  fpot, 
Nor  any  other  hufband  to  be  got. 
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A  I  R. 

When  beaux  and  fmarts  abound, 

And  lovers  are  in  plenty; 
When  youths  in  fwarms  furround, 
A  maiden  may  be  dainty; 
May  pick  and  chufe, 
And  ten  refufe, 
When  me  has  choice  of  twenty. 

But  when  {he's  left  alone, 

To  ligh  and  hug  her  pillow, 
'Tis  vain  to  fit  and  moan, 

Or  wear  the  mournful  willow  : 
No  Damon  near, 
What  wit  cou'd  fneer, 
When  Caelia  took  Twangdillo  ? 

RECITATIVE. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
And  cou'd  my  Ifabella  prove 
Falfe  to  Leander,  falfe  to  love  ? 

ISABELLA. 

Banim  thy  idle  fears,  dear  youth; 
Nor  doubt  my  conftancy  and  truth. 

A  I  R. 
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A  I  R. 

Leander  was  my  daily  theme, 
Leandi'r  was  my  nightly  dream  j 

For  him  I  vvept,  I  figh'd. 
Why  wilt  thou  tempt  the  dang'rous  main? 
Ah,  when  wilt  thou  return  again  ? 

When  blefs  thefe  eyes  ?  1  cried, 

DUET. 

LEANDER. 

Tanfporting  confeffion  ! 
ISABELLA. 
Believe  it,  dear  youth. 

BOTH. 

How  fwcet  the  expreffion 
Of  faith,  love,  and  truth  ! 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
My  heait  beats  to  thine. 
ISABELLA. 
By  thy  foul,  judge  of  mine. 

BOTH. 
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BOTH. 
One  paffion,  one  flame 

Each  bofom  infpires  : 
Our  fears  are  the  fame  ; 

The  fame  our  defires.  [Exeunt. 

RECITATIVE. 

COLOMBINE  alone. 

So  have  I  feen  two  amorous  turtle  doves, 
Billing  and  cooing,  murmur  forth  their  loves. 
Poor  Colombine  !  how  cruel  is  thy  fate  ! 
Left,  like  a  turtle,  here  without  a  mate  ! 

A  I  R. 

Of  all  evils  under  the  fun, 
Of  one,  only  one,  I'm  afraid  : 

I  fear  no  misfortune  but  one  ; 
And  that  is  to  die  an  old  maid. 

O  Venus,  avert  the  difgrace  ! 

O  Cupid,  be  true  to  thy  trade  ! 
What  mortal  can  look  in  my  face, 

And  think  I  would  die  an  old  maid  ? 

[Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    continues. 
A  TABLE  with  SUPPER. 

PANTALOON     alone. 

RECITATIVE. 

OU  T  at  one  door,  and  in  at  t'other  —  * 
'Tis  thus  my  purpofes  I  fmother. 
This  fudden  fondnefs  was  a  trick  : 
I  fmoak'd  the  fhrewd  young  elves  ! 

But  I  (hall  catch  them  in  the  nick, 
And  turn  their  roguery  on  themfelves. 

[Sees  the  table. 

Supper  prepared  !  choice  meat  and  drink  ! 
But  not  for  me 
I  plainly  fee, 

For  I  am  out  of  town,  they  think. 
Ah  !   'tis  a  melancholy  truth, 
That  youth  hates  age,  and  age  fears  youth. 

A  I  R. 

Tho'  not  in  the  bloom  of  my  youth, 
Yet  ftill  I  have  left  a  colt's  tooth  ; 

And 
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And  when  I  can  get  a  fine  chicken, 
I  love  to  be  mumbling  and  picking, 
I  love  to  be  mumbling  and  picking; 

RE  CITATI  VE. 

My  portrait  here  !  this  very  picture 
Shall  be  an  engine  to  convict  her ; 
The  canvafs  I'll  behead  this  minute, 
And  thruft  my  living  noddle  in  it. 

[Cuts  of  the  headofthe  piSlure-. 
No  copy  mall  my  portrait  be, 
But  an  original  you  fee ! 

[Puts  his  head  thro'  the  hole  : 
I'll  watch  your  motions,  ma'am — -but  mum  f 
Methinks  I  hear  and  fee  her  come. 

Enter  ISABELLA,  LEANDER,  and  COLOM- 
BINE. 

LEANDER. 
And  was  I  thus  to  lofe  my  bride  ! 

PANTALOON,  from  the  fiflurc. 

My  nephew  here  ! 

ISABELLA. 

It  cannot  be  denied* 
D  C  O  L  O  M- 
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C  O  L  O  M  B  I  N  E. 
Prithee  have  done  your  idle  prate, 
Nor  let  a  tempting  fupper  wait ! 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

Since  Colombine's  advice  is  good, 
Such  counfel  cannot  be  withftood. 

A  I  R. 

Hang  care  and  drive  forrow 
Away  till  to-morrow, 
To-morrow,  and  after  to-morrow  ! 
We'll  fmg  and  we'll  laugh, 
We'll  kifs  and  we'll  quaff, 
And  if  night's  too  fhort,  from  the  morning 
we'll  borrow. 

\¥heyfit  down  tofupper. 

RECITATIVE. 

PANTALOON. 

Wellfaid,  Leander  » 

COLOMBINE. 

Mirth  can  be  no  crime, 
But,  troth,  Leander  came  in  pudding-time. 

ISA- 
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ISABELLA. 

In  happy  hour :  but  always  welcome  here. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
Happy  the  hour  that  brought  me  to  my  dear  I 

COLOMBINE. 

Leander,  Hob  or  Nob  !  I'm  very  thirfty. 

PANTALOON. 

My  wine  !   a  faucy  gipfey? — wou'd  'twou'd 
burft  ye  ! 

COLOMBINE. 

Fill  up  the  glaffes. -Very  well  ; 

Another  ftill,  for  madam  Bell ! 
The  glaffes  mall  together  ring, 
While  all  three  drink,  and  all  three  fing. 

TRIO. 

,Away  with  all  ftrife  ! 

To  friendmip  and  love 
Let's  gingle  our  glafles  ! 

What  joys  are  above 
Thofe  of  friendmip  and  love  ! 

What  pleafure  in  life, 
Love  and  friendmip  furpafles  ? 

D  2  R  E  C  I- 
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RECITATIVE. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
JSraviffimo  ! •  [They  drink. 

PANTALOON. 

Oh,  curfe  your  fquawling  ! 
Was  ever  heard  fuch  caterwauling  ? 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
What  wou'd  my  uncle  fay  if  he  were  here  ? 

PANTALOON. 
I'll  tell  you  prefently. 

COLOMBINE. 

Come,  never  fear ; 

Jie  loves  my  miftrefs,  cannot contradict her; 
He's    not  ill-natured  neither. — —See   his 

picture  ! 
lie  looks  good-humour'd. — Cou'd  he  thwart 

her  liking  ? 
Js't  not  a  ilrong  refemblance  ? 

£  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

Very  flriking ! 

I  S  A- 
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ISABELLA. 

That's  but  his   portrait. — If  himfelf  were 

here, 
You'd  find  him  jealous,  rigid,  and  fevere, 

A  I  R, 

When  lovers  are  old 
They  wrangle  and  fcold  ; 

Run  rufly, 

Grow  crufty 
And  quarrelfome  elves  : 

How  wretched  the  lives 

Of  their  fweet-hearts  and  wives ! 
Men  can't  pleafe  the  ladies,  who  can't  pleafe 

themfelves. 

RECITATIVE. 

He  to  our  union  never  wou'd  confent, 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

Suppofe  we  afk  him  but  for  merriment. 
Fancy  the  picture  him,  and  fall  before  it ; 
his  conferit,   obtain,   and  thank  him 
for  it. 

I  S  A- 
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ISABELLA. 

Talk  to  a  picture  ?  what  an  idle  notion  \ 

^EANDER. 

I  fwear  it  feems  endued   with  breath   and 

motion. 
For  the  life's  fake   the  copy's  worth  ad- 

dreffing ; 
Down  on  your  knees  with  me,  and  afk  his 

bleffing ! 
\Leander  and  Ifabella  kneel  to  the  pifture^ 

QJJ  A  R  T  E  T  T  O. 

ISABELLA* 

Low  at  your  feet 
We  thus  intreat, 
And  thus  put  up  our  pray'r. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

Kind  Pantaloon, 
Oh  grant  our  boon, 
And  blefs  a  happy  pair  I 

C  O  L  O  M* 
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COLOMBINE 

Your  fuit  he  approves : 
See,  he  fmiles  on  your  loves, 
With  a  favouring  eye. 

PANTALOON. 
*Tis  a  damnable  lie. 
[From  thepifture,  then  comes  forward. 

ISABELLA. 
Confufion  1 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

Undone ! 

COLOMBINE. 
Ah  !  where  (hall  I  run  ? 
PANTALOON. 
Confufion  !    Undone ! 
But  I  watch'd  them, 
And  catch'd  them, 
And  know  what  they've  done. 

LEANDER,  ISABELLA,    COXOMBINE. 
He  has  watch'd  us, 
And  catch'd  us, 
And  knows  what  we've  done. 

RECI- 
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RECITATI  V  E. 

PANTALOON/ 
Well,  madam,  not  a  word  ? 
ISABELLA. 

I  faint,  I'm  weak, 
I'm  quite  confounded,  fir  —  I  cannot  fpeak, 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

Believe  me,  fir  --  * 

PANTALOON. 

Peace,  firrah  ;  get  you  hence  ! 
I'll  make  you  fuffer  for  your  impudence. 

COLOMB   INE. 

My  worthy  mailer,  have  a  little  patience  ! 
Tho'  Ifabella  cou'd  not  well  return 
The  flame  with  which  me  faw  your  bofom 

burn, 

*Tis  plain  fhe's  very  fond  of  your  relations.— 
Nephew  or  uncle  if  me  takes,  you  know 
Out  of  the  family  me  does  not  go. 

PANTAL  00  N. 

*Tk  mighty  fine  !  extremely  well  ! 
But  -you  ihall  fuffer,  Madam  Bell  ! 

RE  Cl* 
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RECITATIVO    accompanied. 

<*  All  my   fond  Jove  thus  do  I  blow  to 

heaven  j 
'Tis  gone." — and  now,   fair  lady,  we   are 

even. — • 

RECITATIVE. 

Leander,  you  mall  fuffer  too 
The  punifhment  fo  much  your  due, 
Be  Ifabel  your  bride  cleft, 
And  take  the  damfel  I  reject 

RECITATIVO    accompanied. 

ft  Look  to  her,  boy  !  If  thou  haft  eyes  to 

fee! 
«  She  has  deceived  her  guardian, — and  may 

thee." 

LEANDER. 

«  My  life  upon  her  faith  !" — I  tread  on  fky, 
I  am  fo  bleft ! 

ISABELLA.    COLOMBINE,     PANTALOON. 
And  I.  And  I.  And  I. 

E  AIR 
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A  I  R. 

COLOMBINE. 

If  a  father  or  guardian's  too  ftridr., 

Young  maidens  are  apt  to  be  froward; 

But  if  he  fhou'd  chance  to  be  trick'd, 
He  fhould  not  call  virgins  untoward. 

Can  the  young  e'er  agree  with  the  old 

To  form  a  ridiculous  pair  ; 
Or  ladies  endure  to  be  fold 

Like  the  cattle  expos'd  at  a  fair  ? 

CHORUS. 

Can  the  young  e'er  agree  with  the  old, 

To  form  a  ridiculous  pair  ; 
Or  ladies  endure  to  be  fold 

Like  the  cattle  expos'd  at  a  fair  ? 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
When  Hymen  inclines  to  a  joke, 

He  fcorns  the  dull  dictates  of  reafon ; 
Youth  and  age  he  together  willyoke, 

And  clap  up  a  match  out  of  feafon.  . 

The 
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The  poor  couple  pull  different  ways, 
And  lead  a  moft  wearifome  life; 

While  wrangling  and  jangling  difplays 
A  fad  picture  of  hufband  and  wife. 

CHORUS. 

The  poor  couple  pull  different  ways> 
And  lead  a  moft  wearifome  life ; 

While  wrangling  and  jangling  difplays 
A  fad  picture  of  hulband  and  wife. 

PANTALOON. 

When  Cupid  at  mortals  takes  aim, 
On  youth  let  him  empty  his  quiver; 

In  age  let  him  kindle  no  flame, 

Nor  pierce  an  old  gentleman's  liver ! 

In  the  winter  of  years  left  alone, 
Old  bachelors,  feek  not  for  wives, 

Nor  envy  the  joys  that  are  flown 

With  the  April  and  May  of  your  lives  ' 

C  H  O- 
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HUV  -CHORUS.  :<18AD0O 

In  the  winter  of  years  left  alone, 

Old  bachelors,  feek  not  for  wives, 
Nor  envy  the  joys  that  are  flown 

With  the  April  and  May  of  your  lives ! 

• 

ISABELLA. 

Here  Cupid  and  Hymen  agree 

To  fmile  on  our  mutual  carefling, 

While  Guardy,  as  happy  as  we, 

Throws  in  his  confent  and  his  blefUng, 

But  if  You  on  our  union  fhould  frown, 

Our  happinefs  quickly  departs ! 
The  height  of  our  wiflies  to  crown, 

Oh,  allow  us  your  hands  and  your  hearts ! 
[T0  the  audience. 

CHORUS, 

But  if  You  on  our  union  fhould  frown, 

Our  happinefs  quickly  departs ; 
The  height  of  our  wifhes  to  crown, 

Oh,  allow  us  your  hands  and  your  hearts ! 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  following  Trifle  was  Written  merely  for  the 
purpofe  of  opening  the  theatrical  campaign,  and  of 
introducing  a  new  Aflrefs  to  the  publick.  It  was 
honoured  with  fo  favourable  a  reception,  that  the 
Managers  of  our  Theatres  have  fines  been  induced 
to  commence  the  feafon  with  fimilar  entertain- 
ments. 
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Manager,,    —        —      —  Mr.  Dyer. 

Prompter,        —        —  Mr.  Younger. 
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PRELUDE. 

Curtain  rifes,  and  difcovers  the  Scene  of  Covent- 
Garden  Piazza. 

CHAIRMEN ////»£  on  their  cbair-poles; 

FIRST    CHAIRMAN. 
PADDY!    myjewel! 

4.  3  J  ^         ;,.:. 

SECOND    CHAIRMAN; 
What's  the  matter,  honey  ? 

FIRST    CHAIRMAN. 
You  can  rade,  my  dear.     Is  not  that  long  black 
and  white  piece  of  paper  a  play- bill  flicking  up 
there  ? 

SECOND    CHAIRMAN. 
Indeed,  and  it  is. 

FIRST    CHAIRMAN. 
Then  the  The-a-tres  are  going  to  open  again,  I 
fuppofe. 

SECOND    CHAIRMAN. 

Indeed  and  they  are  (after  looking  at  play -bill.) 
Of  all  the  days  in  the  year,  next  Monday  night, 
honey. 

FIRST 
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FIRST    CHAIRMAN. 
You  are  glad  of  that,  I  believe. 

SECOND   CHAIRMAN. 
You  may  fay  that.  /ne  g£ 

FIRST  CHAIRMAN. 
*  y&y,  I'll  be  bound  for  you.^  By  and  by  the 
impty  town  will  fulfil  again.  '  Fir  ft  of  all,  .the 
actor- psople-  come  in  faibn  with  the  oyfters  ; 
then,  a  little  after,  the  lawyers  come  trotting  up 
with  the  Tirm  i  and  about  Chriiimas  we  have 
the  quality,  when  the  King  has  done  broguing 
the  Parliament.  ^d, 

SECOND  CHAIRMAN.  odw 
The  fooner  the  better,  fair !  Dibble  burn  me, 
but  this  has  been  fuch  a  dry  iuni-ner,  I  have  not 
had  a  whet  for  thefe  tree  month's.  Oh  !  there's 
nothing 'fb  fataguing  as  Carrying  an  inpty  ch.n'r. 
There's  the  machonies  at  t'other  ind  or  the  to'wn, 
always  riJe  up  and  down  the  ftreets  on  horfe- 
back ;  the  city  folks  all  go  on  fut  ;  and  the 
nobility  drive  half  a  dozen  rats  in  an  ilbow  chair, 
and  call  them  a  fit  of  coach  horfes  ;  fo  that  a  poor 
divel' of  a  chairman  can  get  nothing  at  all,  at '311. 

(Two  men  crofs  the  fiage  and  knock  at  the  ftreet- 
door.) 

Enter,  a 

FIRST 

Is  your  matter  at  home  ? 

SERVANT. 

wfcttttttx^  a«a>Vi        „    .  .       nmK^fttig&l 

He  is.     Pray  walk  in,  gentlem-n. 

[Exeunt  Servant  and  Men  into  tie  boufe. 

FIRST 
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FIRST    CHAIRMAN. 

By  my  foul,  Paddy,  but  the  little  Manarer 
there  is  come  to  his  ftand  again  ;  and  upon  my 
fait,  1  believe  he'll  be  glad  of  a  good  fare  as  well 
as  any  of  us. 

SEC  ON* D  CHAIRMAN. 
Oil !  good  luck  to  the  little  cratur,  I  fay  ! 
To  be  lure  he  is  no  bigger  than  one  of  the  Out- 
landifh  poppits  at  the  Hole  in  the  Wall  yonder*; 
but  -what  with  their  fhovvs  in  the  evening,  and 
then  the  folks  with  their  horns  and  clarinets,  and 
grinding  mufic- boxes  all  night  long,  by  my  foul 
they  keep  the  Pee  a-ches  alive -and  merry  the 
whole  four  and  twinty  hours,  honey. 

People  call  behind — Chair,  Chair ! 

^Vri      THIRD     CHAIRMAN. 

Here— here.— Take  up,  Hale  Terence!— 
Firft  chair  here,  honey. 

\?be  Third  and  Fewtb  Cbairtnm 

run  off  with  a  Chair. 

/HEfta  v/c  ,  ilfiff  aviiL,  vjilidcfri 

looc:      SECOND    CHAIRMA  N.jj£:)  ^nB 

Dibble  burn  your  talking  !  Dermot  and  Terence 
have  run  away  with  the  fare  yonder. 

Call  from  behind—  Odd  Man,  Odd  Man ! 

FIRST    CHAIRMAN. 
Here— here. — Come  along,    Paddy! — Who 
calls   Odd    Man  there  ?    By   my    foul,    here's 
two  of  us. 
[  £#//,  dragging  a  chair,  followed  byfecond  chairman. 

'-•    fl31   .SCENE 
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SCENE  draws,  and  difcovers  a  Study, 

MANAGER    and  PROMPTER. 

MANAGER  reading  a  Play-  Bill. 

MANAGER. 

The   Theatre  Royal  in   Covent-Garden    will 
open  on  Monday  the  aift  of  September,   1772, 

with  the  Comedy  of .     Very  \veil.    Now 

go  to  the  Theatre,  fend  me  word  when  they  are 
ready  to  begin  the  rehearlal,  and  I'll  come  im- 
mediately. ;2Ed 

PROMPTER. 
Yes,  Sir.     (going.)  A  M 

MANAGER.      .  cj  A 
But  harke  ye,  Younger  ! 

PROMPTER. 
(Returning)   Sir. 

MANAGER. 

How  did  your  management  go  on  at  Liver- 
poole  ? 

PROMPTER; 

Very  well,  Sir.      The  people  are  both  wealthy 
and  generous,  and  we  took  a  deal  of  money. 

MANAGER. 
And  how  did  they  like  my  Prologue  ? 

PROMPTER. 
Extremely  well,  Sir,  I  fpoke  it  myfelf. 

MANAGER. 
Oh,  then  it  could  not  fail. 

[Exit  Prompter. 
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"        tntir  SERVANT,  with  a  Utter. 

SERVANT. 
A  Lady  waits  for  an  anfwer,  Sir. 

MANAGER. 

(Reads)  "  Defire  to  appear  in  publick — particU- 
**  lar  friend — education — talents — -figure — urn — 
,fc^fc  um." — Shew  the  Lady  into  the  parlour,  I'll 
woW  Wait  on  her  prefently.—  to  ybsmoD  am  liiiw 
SERVANT?  ifa&  °8 
Yes,  Sir.    (going— returns')   The   fho^rKaker*s 
toife  from  Little  Britain  has  called  for  the  pair  of 
Comedies  (he  left  here  about 'a  fortnight  ago. 

MANAGER. 
A  pair  of  comedies ! 
S  E  R 

So  flie  calls  them  herfdf,  Sir. 
MANAGER, 

From  Little  Britain  ?    Oh  !    I  remember— I'll 
*W**  look  them  out,  and  fend  th^rrt  home  to-morrow. 

SERVANT. 

The  Carpenter   from  the  Theatre  defires  to 
fpeak  to  you,  Sir. 

MANAGER. 
Bid  him  come  in.  [Exit  Servant. 

Enter    CARPENTER. 

We'll,  Carpenter,  have  you  alter'd  the  traps  for 
the  Sorcerer  ? 

CARPENTER. 
'-'  We  have. 

B  MA 


MANAGER*  #& 

Brulh'd  up  Mother  Shipton  ? 

.CARPENTER. 
We  have. 

MANAGER.1 
And  laid  by  the  Fairy  Prince  ? 

CARPENTER. 

We  have,  Sir  •,  but  I  made  bold  to  come  to  you 
on  behalf  of  myfelf  and  my  fellow  fervants,  about 
a  little  bufinels  of  our  own,  Sir. 

MANAGER. 
Well,  and  what  is  it  ? 

CARPENTER. 

Why,  we  hope  that  you'll  be  fo  good  as  to 
raife  our  wages,  Sir. 

MANAGER. 

Raife  your  wages !  We  have  made  them  higher 
already  than  ever  they  us'd  to  be. 

CARPENTER. 

That's  true,  Sir  •,  but  then  we  have  ten  times 
more  to  do  now,  than  we  had  even  in  my  old 
mailer's  time.  We  were  told  indeed  that  things 
were  to  be  put  on  quite  a  different  footing  :  but 
where  my  old  matter  had  one  mew,  you  have  half 
a  fcore.  If  it  was  not  for  us  and  the  taylors,  you 
might  fhut  up  the  Theatre.  I  wonder  what  is 
got  into  the  Gentlemen  Managers  now-a-days. 
It  is  juft  the  fame  thing  over  the  way  too.  And 
there's  the  comical  Gentleman  at  the  Wells. 
We  thought  he  would  have  nothing  but  fun  and 
jokes,  but  he  is  as  full  of  Fly- flaps  and  Somer- 
2  fets, 
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fets,  and  Trick  upon  Trick,  as  if  he  had  been 
born  and  bred  a  Harlequin. 

Enter     SERVANT. 

, 

SERVANT. 
A  Gentleman  defires  to  fpeak  with  you,  Sir, 

MANAGER. 
Shew  him  into  the  parlour.  .       ,-t  5V/ 

SERVANT. 
You  know  there  is  a  Lady  there  Sir. 

MANAGER. 
Into  the  little  parlour. 

SERVANT. 

Two  Gentlemen  have  been  fpouting  there  this 
half  hour. 

MANAGER. 

_      r  ,  _  .  M.I 

Defire  the  Gentleman  to  walk  up  then.  Mr. 
Carpenter  I  mall  Calk  with  you  by  and  by.  The 
Company  meets  to-day,  you  know.  1  fhall  be 
at  the  Theatre  in  &  few  minutes. 

[Exit  Carpenter. 
-j 


'  jr.*!  j  basbni  .bio)  aisw 

Enter     AUTHOR. 
\\ttl-  -irfv/ 

,UOy.  AUTHOR, 

I  have  the   honor   to  wait  on  you  Sir  with  a 
Tragi-Comcdy  of  the  Deith  and  Banifhment  of 
Marcus     Tullius   Cecero.      If   you'll   give  me 
leave  I'll  read  it  till  you,  Sir. 
bns 
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MANAGER. 

Excufe  me,  Sir,  I  am  particularly  engag?d  at 
prefenr,  and  can  neither  ftay  to  hear  it,  or  fit  dowii 
to  perufe  it. 

AUTHOR. 
Can  you  breng  it  oot  this  fafon  ? 

MANAGER. 
Impoffible. 

AUTHOR. 

Will  you  buy  it,  and  breng  it  oot  at  your  ain 
time,  Sir  ? 

MANAGER. 
I  had  rather  be  excufed,  Sir. 


f  prefanted  you  a  piece  for  reprefentation  laft 
^venter.  You  fent  me  a  La-co-nic  Epeftle,  im- 
porting that  it  was  not  calculated  to  fucceed  o*  the 
ilage.  fray,  Sir,  what  did  you  mean  by  not 
calculated  to  fucceed  o'  the  flage  ? 

•'  M  A  N  A  P  F  R  d  OJ  <n3i{ 

MANAGER.  Q^^ 

I  meant  what  J  faid,  Sir.  -   • 

AUTHOR. 

And  whatwerethe  objadions? 


MANAGER.  Q  3fno:> 


Many. 

AUTHOR. 

Pleafe  to  re-ca:Pi-tu-late  them.      5im£n  j?  )£fIT 
lo   Iliw  ,       MANAGER.          r  £>£qx9  ot  u 
It  is  not  in  my  power.  /  o)  nsvig 

3 
•^A  M    ' 
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AUTHOR. 
How  fo  ? 

MANAGERS 
I  have  forgot  the  piece. 

AUTHOR. 

-;at)'d  UOY  *uO 
Zouns,  Sir 

MANAGER.  x^i 

Patience,  good  Sir  !  It  is  a  long  time  ago,  con- 
fider  ;  and  if  I  were  to  analize  every  piece  I  re- 
ceive, I  mould  not  have  time  to  produce  any.  A 
general  anfwer  muft  in  general  fuffice.  The  judg- 
ment of  Managers  may  be  fallible;  but  experi- 
ence proves  that  we  oftener  err  in  receiving,  than 
in  rejecting  what  is  offered. 

AUTHOR. 

I  have  no  fear  of  your  rejading  my  prefent  pro- 
duction j  but  when  it  appears  1  muft  entreat 
that  the  author  may  be  kept  fecret  :  becaufe  yc 
ken,  to  be  denounc'd  an  author,  might  be  a  dif- 
grace  to  my  fa-mi-ly. 

I  Jfirfw  jfifisfri  1 
MANAGER. 

I  had  rather  you  would  acknowledge  the 
Piece  i  if  it  fucceeds,  fpite  of  your  family  you 
come  forth  of  courfe — if  it  fails,  you  lie  per- 
due, and  then  the  bantling  is  father'd  upon  me. 

AUTHOR. 

That  is  natural  enough  ;  your  fituation  teaches 
you  to  expact  it.  What  nobody  claims,  will  of 
courfe  be  given  to  you  ;  for  all  waifs  and  ftrays 
belong  to  the  Lord  of  the  Manor. 

MA- 
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MANAGER. 

Oh,  your  compliment  is  too  high  flown,  Sir! — 
but  let  the  world  lay  them  at  my  door — with  all 
my  heart — The  theatre  is  a  Foundling  Hofpital 
for  wit — limited  indeed — for  we  can  no  more  take 
in  all  that  are  brought,  than  the  other  Foundling 
Hofpital. — But  we  receive  all  in  our  power. — 
Thofe  that  are  Hill-born,  the  publick  hears  no- 
thing 6f — of  thofethat  are  brought  to  light,  many 
foon  expire  in  convulfions — Many  more  die  of  the 
rickets — Some,  like  puppits,  have  a  blind  nine 
days  exiftence — while  others  thrive,  and  prove  art 
honour  50  their  country. 

AUTHOR. 

A  decent  bill  of  mortality  !  But  to  guard 
againft  accidents,  1  mould  be  obliged  to  you  to 
give  my  play  a  touch  or  twa  of  your  ain,  Sir-^ 
If  it  lives,  I'll  fay  very  handfome  things  of  you  in 
the  preface. 

MANAGER. 

Yes,  and  if  it  fails,  you  will  lay  its  death  at 
my  door. — Relieve,  me,  Sir,-  there  is  no  wit  like 
mother  wit ;  all  advice  and  affiftance,  without  a 
fund  of  your  own,  would  only  raife  a  falfe  credit, 
to  bring  on  a  heavier  bankruptcy  at  laft. — But 
•when  you  have  diffident  fterling  in  bank,  draw 
upon  the  publick  with  confidence,  and  they  will 
anfvver  your  bills  upon  fight. 

AUTHOR; 

I  hope  you'll  underwrite  my  prefent  draught, 
Sir  •,  1  leave  it  with  you  for  acceptance,  and  will 
call  in  a  few  days  to  fee  if  it  is  good.  Your  fer- 
vant,  Sir ! 

MA- 
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MANANAGER. 

Sir,  your  moft  obedient.  Who's  there  (enter 
fervant)  wait  on  the  gentleman.  (Servant  goes  to 
the  door  with  the  Author  and  returns.'} 

SERVANT. 

I  am  afraid  you  have  forgot  the  Lady  in  trie 
parlour,  Sir, 

MANAGER. 

I  beg  the  Lady's  pardon. — Defire  her -to  walk 
up. — (Exit  fervant.} — Let  me  fee!  What  fays 
my  friend's  letter  about  her  ? — *«  Great  inclina- 
•'  tion  for  the  ftage — good  education — comick 
"  talents — agreeable  figure"— — 

Enter    LADY. 

Oh,  your  fervant,  Madam  !— I  underjftand,  frpni 
my  friend's  letter,  that  you  have  an  inclination 
for  the  ftage. 

LADY, 
;  I  have  Sir. 

will  1  MANAGER,  !.$.— .ioofa  ^oV 

Did  you  ever  play  any  where,  Madam  feriion 

LAD  Y. 
Never    Sir 

MANAGER. 

luw  vaiij  bos  .  :;<>qu 

Are  you  prepared  in  any  character  r          f//|nfi 

LADY. 

For  any  character  you  {hall  pleafe  to  appoint, 
3  J  jcron  T 

MANAGER.  ,liz 

Well  faid  j  you  don't  want  fpirits,  howev-eftaD 

LADY 


LADY. 

.     If  I  fuppofed  I  did,  Sir,  I  mould  not  have 
thought  of  the  ft  age. 

MANAGER. 

Better  and  better  ! — But  is  there  no  particular 
,part,  or  fcene  of  any  part,  in  which  you  have 
made  yourfelf  perfect  ? 

LAD  Y. 

No  particular  fcene  or  character  has  engrofTed 
my  attention,  I  afibre,  you,  Sir.  I  am  not  fo 
narrow-minded.  The  drama  in  general  has  been 
my  aim.  I  have  feen  a  great  many  plays,  am 
fond  of  feeing  them — fond  to  diftraction  ! — ad- 
mire good  actors,  wherever  I  meet  with  them, 
laugh  at  bad  ones  wherever  I  fee  them,  and  long 
to  appear  myfelf,  that  they  may  be  even  with  me 
one  way  or  another. 

MANAGER. 

But  don't  the  apprehenfions  of  a  publick  ap- 
pearance frighten  you  a  little  ?  Have  you  no  little 
fidgets,  now,  when  you  think  of  jt  ? 

LADY. 

Oh,  yes!  I'm  fiutter'd  beyond  expreffion.  I 
have  ten  thoufand  whims  about  it.  Sometimes 
Madam  Vanity  infpires  me,  and  then  I  am  a  very 
Quixote  in  petticoats. — Then  again  the  bubble 
breaks,  and  I  fear  I  fliall  expofe  myfelf. — 
There  is  not  a  new  performer  comes  out,  man 
or  woman,  but  I  run  to  fee  them,  and  con- 
fider  their  reception  as  a  warning  or  encou- 
ragement.— No  matter  where  they  act,  Drury- 
Lane,  Covent- Garden,  Hay  market, — Com- 
mon Strollers,  or  Gentlemen  and  Ladies  for 

their 
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their  diverfion,  it's  all  one  to  me — If  there  is  but 
a  new  performer,  I  am  fare  to  be  gratified.  And 
fuch  fights  have  I  feen  ! — I  was  at  a  play  lad 
winter — it  was  Jane  Shore — for  one  night  only — 
for  the  benefit  of  a  family  in  ciiffcrefs — And  a  dif- 
treft  family  the  performers  were  with  a  witncfs! 
The  majority  were  feme  of  thofe  unfortunate  bro- 
thers of  the  fock  and  bulk  n,  who  ramble  about 
the  country,  and  act  in  barns  and  village  ale- 
houfes :  but  Jane  Shore  was,  like  myfelf,  a 
Young  Lady — being  the  firft  time  of  her  appear- 
ing on  any  ftage — I  mail  never  forget  her — I'll 
give  you  her  picture. 

MANAGER. 
I  fhall  be  obliged  to  you. 

LADY. 

(Repeats  tn  a  burlefque  manner.} 
Man,  the  lawlefs  libertine  may  rove, 
Free  and  unqueftion'd  thro*  the  wikb  of  love. 
But  woman,  &c.  &c. 

MANAGER. 

Incomparable  !  thank  you,  Madam  ;  I  fee 
you  have  fome  fpeeches  by  heart,  however, 
Madam. 

LADY. 

Oh,  feveral.  I  doat  upon  any  thing  that's  ri- 
diculous. Do  you  ever  go  to  the  Opera. 

MANAGER. 
Sometimes. 

LADY. 

Well  then — the  Opera — Operas,    you   know, 

are  always  in  Italian  :  but  a  fufncient  quantity  of 

C  Italian 


Italian  performers  are  not  always  imported  ;  and 
then  the  de6ciency  mud  be  lupplied  with  tthe  na- 
tives of  Great  Britain — v/hicn  inJ^cJ  k  happens 
to  be  at  p refer. c  in  fuch  a  manner  as  foreigners 
can  fcarcdy  equal — but  in  general  the  Englifli 
ftiffnefs  and  reierve  on  one  hand,  and  the  tramon- 
tane extravagance  of  the /.Italian  on  the  other, 
make  the  mod  delightful  mixture  imaginable. 
The  female  foreigner  fprcads  herfelf  ail  abroad  and 
feems  to  fweep  over  the  ftage  on  the  wings  ot  an 
eagle  •,  while  the  little  cold  Lngiifh-woman  itands 
by,  fixt  to  one  fpot,  with  her  arms  pinion'd  and 
fkewer'd  to  her  fides,  like  a  fowl  trufs'd  for  the 
table.  Both  together  they  put  me  in  mind  of  the 
live  and  dead  bodies  joined  to  each  other  by  the 
Tyrant  in  Dryden's  Virgil — But  you  mall  judge 
for  yourfelf,  Sir,  (Sings  in  Italian.} 

MANAGER. 

Thefe  are  admirable  ciriacatures,   I  muft  con- 
fefs,   Madam.     But  could   not   you   indulge  me 
with  fomething  of  a  more  regular  picture  ? 
LADY. 

Oh,  you  woti'd  come  nearer  home,  Sir.  We'll 
try,  Sir  ;  and  fit  ft  I'll  give  you  a  flice  from  Ar- 
thur's round  tc.bie.  (tings  and  recites) 

MANAGER. 

Admirable!  I  defire  no  further  fpecimen  of 
your  abilities,  Madam. 

LADY. 

,b'u (Specimen !  do  you  think  I  would  come  here 
prepared,  as  you  caii  it,  to  fpeak  a  few  w;;rds  that 
I  had  bsen  taught,  like  a  parrot  ?  No  •,  I  give  you 
my  wild  notes,  Sir ;  every  thing  affords  matter  for 

obfervation 
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obfervation,  and  imitation.  Publick  places  and 
private  life  are  equal  fcenes  of  ftudy  for  a  theatri- 
cal genius;  as  for  example  now,  I  went  the  other 
day  to  drink  tea  with  a  lady  from  Edinburgh, 
•  and  found  her  and  her  little  ion,  a  boy  of  about 
feven  years  old,  quarrelling  in  broad  Scotch  before 
a  room  full  of  company.  You  fhall  have  them 
both,  Sir.  (Speaks  in  the  Scotch  diak£t.) 

bns ,'  smsi  SOL 

/IE  io  MANAGER.         OJ  arrml 

gbns-IWell,  Madam,  I  frankly  own,  that  your  talents 
appear  to  me,  to  be  promifing.  We  are  juft  upon 
the  eve  of  opening  our  campaign.  You  are  now 
at  the  drum  head  :  you  have  a  mind  to  lift,  I 
.  fhall  be  glad  of  fuch  a  recruit.  Prefent  pay,  and 
good  quarters !  What  fay  you,  Madam  ? 

LADY. 

You  were  going  to  the  theatre,  I  hear,  Sir;  let 
me  fee  the  infide  of  it,  and  once  feel  myfelf  on  the 
boards  ;  if  the  fight  of  the  field  of  action  docs  not 
cool  my  courage,  you  may  confider  me  as  a  gen- 
tlewoman volunteer. 

HSW  TVyf    A    XT    A    r>   T?  T>    OW  IJPT   e^O 

-!A  MANAGER.          .^2^, 

A  bargain  ! 

LADY. 

to   r^hat  W'H  ^ie  town  think  of  me  ?  I  fhall  be 
fadly  maul'd  in  the  news-papers. 

MANAGER. 

I  was  going  to  fay,  I  almoft  hop'd  you  wou'd, 
Madam  ;  but  if  you  are  prais'd  there,  and  no 
where  elfe,  good  night  to  you  ! — How  the  town 

,/9jonbUv     will 
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will  receive  yon,  I  cannot  abfolutely  fay ;  but  of 
one  thing  I  can  afifure  you.— That  however  you 
may  experience  the  fevericy  of  individuals,  in 
print,  thepublick,  collected  in  the  theatre,  are 
always  candid  and  generous  •,  and  if  they  difcern 
any  merit  in  your  performance,  will  be  fare  to  give 
it  the  nobleil  enconragement.  J  attend  you, 
Madam*  Exeunt. 
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